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BOOK THE FIRST 

THE WOOD OF LA SAUDRAIE 

During the last days of May 1793, one of the Parisian 
regiments thro^^m into Brittany by Santerre recon- 
noitred the dreaded wood pt La Saudraie in Astille. 
There were not more than tliree hundred men, for the 
battalion had been wellnigh swept off by this fierce 
war. It was the period when, after Argonne, Jem- 
mappes, and Valmy, of the first regiment of Paris, 
whMi had numbered six hundred volunteers, there 
remained twenty-seven men; of 'the second, thirty- 
three; and of the third, fifty-seven. It was a time of 
epic conflict. 

The regiments despatched from Paris into Vendee 
counted nine hundred and twelve men. Each regiment 
took with it three pieces of cannon. They had been 
quickl^^ put on foot. On the 25th of April, Gohier 
being IMinister of Justice and Bouchotte Minister of 
War, the section of the Bon Conseil proposed sending 
battalions of volunteers into Vendee. Lubin, member 
of the Commune, made the report. On the 1st of 
^lay, Santerre was ready to marshal twelve thousand 
soldiers, thirty field-pieces, and a troop of gunners. 
These battalions formed so quickty, w^e formed so 
well that they serve as models to-day; regiments of 
the line are constructed after their model; they changed 
the old proportion between the number of soldiers 
and non-commissioned officers. 
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On the 25th of April the Commune of Far> pave this 
password to the volunteers of Santerre : Xc v^rrey ; i:o 
quarter. At the end of May, of the Iv.x]\t tlr-u'^and 
who left Paris eight thousand vcrc dead. 

The regiment engaged in the v/oocl of Saudraic 
held itself on the watch. There v.a- nr-* apj.carance of 
liaste. Eadi man looked at once to the nglit and to 
the left, before and behind. KleLer has said, M 
soldier has an eye in his back . ' They had been on foot 
for a long while. What time could it be ? WTiat 
period of the day was it ? It would ha^'c been difficult 
to sa}’, for there is always a sort of dusk m such savage 
thickets, and it was never light in that wood. 

The forest of La Saudraic was tracic. It was in 
its cop.ses that, from the month of November ijqa, 
chdl war commenced its crimes. Mousqueton, the 
ferocious cripple, came out of its fatal sliadcs. The 
list of the murders that had been committed there 
was enough to make one*s hair stand on end. There 
was no place more to be dreaded. The soldiers moved 
cautiously forward. The depths were full of flowers; 
on each side was a trembling wall of branches and dew- 
wet leaves. Here and there rays of sunlight pierced 
the green shadows. The gladiolus, that flame of the 
marshes, the meadow narcissus, the little wood daisy, 
harbinger of spring, and the %'cmal crocus, embroidered 
the thick carpet of vegetation, crowded ^rith every 
form of moss, from that resembling velvet {chaiille) to 
that which looks like a star. The soldiers advanced 
in silence, step by step, pushing the brushwood softh* 
aside. The birds twittered above the baj'onets. 

In former peaceable times La Saudraic was a 
favourite place for the Houichc !)a, the hunting of 
birds by night; now the}’ hunted men there. 

The thicket was one of birch-trees, beeches, and 
oaks; the ground fiat; the thick moss and grass deadened 
the sound of the men's steps; there were no paths, or 
only blind ones which quickly disappeared among the 



NINETY-THREE 


II 


holly, wild sloes, ferns, hedges of rest-harrow, and 
high brambles. It would have been impossible to 
distinguish a man ten steps off. 

Now and then a heron or a moor-hen flew through 
the branches, indicating the neighbourhood of 
marshes. 

They pushed forward. They went at random, ^vith 
uneasiness, fearing to find that which they sought. 

From time to time they came upon traces of encamp- 
ments — ^burned spots, trampled grass, sticks arranged 
crosswise, branches stained with blood. Here, soup 
had been made — ^there, mass had been said — ^yonder, 
they had dressed wounds. But all human beings had 
disappeared. WTiere were they ? Very far off, per- 
haps; perhaps quite near, hidden, blunderbuss in hand. 
The wood seemed deserted. The regiment redoubled 
its prudence. Solitude — Whence distrust. They saw 
no one : the more reason for fearing some one. They 
had to do \vith a forest with a bad name. An ambush 
was probable. 

Thirty grenadiers, detached .as scouts, and com- 
manded by a sergeant, marched at a considerable 
distance in front of the main body; the vivandiere 
of the regiment accompanied them. The vivan^^res 
willingly join the vanguard; they run risks, but they 
have the chance of seeing whatever happens. 
Curiosity is one of the forms of woman's bravery. 

Suddenly the soldiers of this little advance party 
started like hunters who have neared the hiding- 
place of their prey. They had heard something like 
a breathing from the centre of a thicket, and seemed 
to perceive a movement among the branches. The 
soldiers made signals. 

In the kind of watch and search confided to scouts, 
the officers have small need to interfere; the right 
thing seems done by instinct. 

In less than a minute the spot where the movement 
had been noticed was surrounded; a line of pointed 
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muskets encircled it; the obscure centre of the thicket 
was covered on all sides at the same instant; ,the 
soldiers, finger on trigger, eye on the suspected spot, 
only waited for the sergeant’s order. Notwithstanding 
this, the ^dvandiere ventured to peer through the under- 
bush, and at the moment when the sergeant was about 
to cry 'Fire 1’ this woman cried, ‘Halt T 

Turning towards the soldiers, she added, ‘Do not 
fire, comrades 1 ’ 

She plunged into the thicket; the men followed. 

There was, in truth, some one there. 

In the thickest of the brake, on the edge of. one of 
those little round clearings left by the fitres of the 
charcoal-burners, in a sort pf recess among the branches 
— a kind of chamber of foliage, half open hire an alcove 
— a woman was seated on the moss, holding to her 
breast a nursing babe, while the fair heads of two 
sleeping children rested on her knees. 

This was the ambush. 

‘V^at are you doing here, you ?’ cried the vivan- 
di&re. 

The woman lifted her head. 

The vivandiere added furiously, ‘Are you mad that 
you are there ? A little more and you would have been 
blown to pieces I ’ Then she addressed herself to the 
soldiers — ' It is a woman. ' 

‘ Wdl, that is plain to be seen, ’ said a grenadier. 

The vivandiCTe continued ‘To come into the 
wood to get yourself massacred 1 The idea of such 
stupidity ! ' 

The woman, stunned, petrified with fear, looked 
about like one in a dream at these guns, these sabres, 
these bayonets, these savage faces. 

The two children woke and cried. 

*I am hungry,' said the first. 

* I am afraid, ’ said the other. 

The baby was still suckling; the vivandiere ad- 
dressed it. 'You are in the right of it,’ said she. 
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The mother was dumb 'with terror. The sergeant 
’ cried out to her, ‘ Do not be afraid; we are the battalion 
of the Bonnet Rouge.' 

^ The woman trembled from head to foot. She stared 
at the sergeant, of whose rough \dsage there was 
notliing 'visible but the moustaches, the brows, and 
two burning coals for e 3 "es. 

'Formerly the battalion of the Red Cross,' added 
the vivandiere. 

The sergeant continued : ‘Who are 3 rou, madame ?' 

The woman scanned him, terrified. She was 
slender, young, pale, and in rags; she wore the large 
hood and woollen cloak of the Breton peasant, fastened 
about her neck by a string. She left her bosom exposed 
with the indifference of an animal. Her feet, shoe- 
less and stocldngless, were bleeding, 

, 'It is a beggar,' said the sergeant, 
f The 'vdvandiere began anew, in a voice at once 
soldierly and feminine, but sweet : ' AVhat is your name? ' 

The woman stammered so that she was scarcely 
intelligible — ‘ Michelle Flechard. ' 

The \ivandiere stroked the little head of the sleeping 
babe wuth her large hand. 'What is the age of this 
mite ? ' demanded she. 

The mother did not understand. The vivandiere 
persisted : ‘ I ask you how old is it ? ' 

‘Ah 1' said the mother; 'eighteen months.' 

‘It is old,' said the \uvandiere; ‘it ought not to 
suckle any longer. You must wean it; we \vill give 
it soup.' 

The mother began to feel a certain confidence; the 
two children, who had wakened, were rather curious 
than scared— they admired the plumes of the soldiers. 

' Ah ! ' ^5aid the mother, ' they are very hungiy . ' 
Then she added, ‘I have no more milk.’ 

'We will give them something to eat,' cried the 
sergeant; 'and you too. But that's not all. WTiat 
are your political opinions ? ' 
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The woman looked at him, but did not reply. , 

‘ Did you hear my question ? ' 

She stammered — ‘I was put into a convent very 
young; but I am married — am not a nun. The sisters 
taught me to speak French. The village was set on 
fire. We ran away so quicldy that I had not time to 
put on my shoes.’ 

‘I ask you, what are your political opinions?’ 

' I don’t know what that means. ' 

The sergeant continued : 'There are such things as 
female spies. We shoot spies. Come — speak ! You 
are not a gipsy ? Which is your side ? ’ 

She still looked at him as if she did not under- 
stand. 

The sergeant repeated, ‘On which side are you ? ’ 

‘ I do not know, ’ she said. 

'How? You do not know your own country?’ 

‘Ah, my country ! Oh, yes, I know that.’ 

‘Well, where is it ?’ 

The woman replied, ‘The farm of Siscojgnard, in 
the parish of Az6.’ 

It was the sergeant’s turn to be stupefied. He 
remained thoughtful for a moment, then resumed : 
‘You say ?’ 

‘Siscoignard.’ 

‘That is not a country. ’ 

‘It is my country,’ said the woman; and added, after 
an instant’s reflection, ‘I understand, sir. You are 
from France; I belong to Brittany.’ 

‘Well?’ 

‘It is not the same neighbourhood.’ 

‘But it is the same country,’ cried the sergeant. 

The woman only repeated, ‘I am from Siscoignard. ’ 

‘ Siscoignard, be it,’ returned the sergeant. ‘Your 
family belong there ? ' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What is their occupation ?’ 

'They are all dead; I have nobody left.’ 
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The sergeant, who thought himself a fine talker, 
continued his interrogatories: 'What? the devil! 
One has relations, or one has had ! Who are vou '> 
Speak r ‘ 

■ The woman listened, astounded by this, 'or one has 
had!* which was more like the gi'owl of an animal 
than any human sound. 

The vivandiere felt the necessity of interfering. 
She began again to caress the babe, and to pat the 
cheeks of the two other children. 

^ 'How do you call the baby ?' she asked. ‘It is a 
little girl — ^this one ? ' 

Tlie mother replied, 'Georgette.* 

'And the eldest fellow ? "For he is a man, the small 
rascal ! * 

'Rene Jean.* 

‘And the younger ? He is a man too, and chubby* 
faced into the bargain. ’ 

' Gros-Alain, ' said the mother. 

, They are pretty little fellows,* said the vivandiere; 
they already look as if they were somebody 1 * 

Still the sergeant persisted. 'Now speak, madame » 
Have you a house ? ' 

‘I had one.' 

‘ Where was it ? * 

;At Aze.* 

‘Why are you not in your house ?* 

‘Because they burned it.' 

'Who?' 

' I do not know — ^a battle. * 

‘ Where did you come from ? ' 

'From there.’ 

' Where are vou goin? ? * 

‘ I don’t know. * 

‘ Get to the facts ! Who are you ? * 

' I don't know. ’ 

I You don’t know who you are?* 

We are people who are running away.* 
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'What party do you belong to?’ 

‘ I don't know. ’ / 

'Are you Blues ? are you Whites ? Who are you 
AvithP' 

‘I am wth my children.' 

There was a pause. The vivandiCTe said, 'As for 
me, I have no cMdren; I have not had time.’ 

The sergeant began again. 'But your parents? 
See here, madame 1 give us the facts about your 
parents. My name is Radoub; I am a sergeant, from 
the street of Cherche Midi; my father and mother 
belonged there. I can taUc about my parents; tell 
us about yours. Who were they ? ’ 

‘Their name was Fl^chard — ^that is all.’’ 

'Yes; the Flechards arq the Flechards, just as the 
Radoubs are the Radoubs. But people have a calling. 
What was your parents’ calling? What was their 
business, .these Fllchards of yours ? ’ 

'They were labourers. My father was sickly, and 
could not work on account of a beating that the lord 
— ^his lord — our lord — ^had given to him. It was a 
kindness, for my father had poached a rabbit — a. thing 
for which one was condemned to death; but the lord 
showed him mercy, and said, "You need only give 
him a hundred blows with a stick;" and my father 
was left crippled.’ 

‘And then ?’ 

‘My grandfather was a Huguenot. The curd had 
him sent to the galleys. I was very little at the 
time.’ 

‘And then?’ 

'My husband’s father smuggled salt. The King had 
him hung’ 

‘And your husband — ^what did he do ? ’ 

'Lately he fought.’ 

‘For whom ?’ 

‘For the King.’ 

'And afterwards ? ’ 
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‘Well, for his lordship/ 

'And next?' 

‘Well, then, for the cure/ 

‘A thousand names of bmtes T cried the grenadier. 

The ^Yoman gave a start of terror. 

‘You see, madame, we are Parisians/ said the 
vivandiere graciousty. 

The woman clasped her hands and exclaimed, ‘ 0 my 
God and blessed Lord ! ’ 

‘ No superstitious ejaculations 1 ' growled the sergeant, 

• The’ vivandiere seated herself by the woman, and 
drew the eldest child between her knees. He submitted, 
quietly. Children show confidence as they do distrust 
vdthout any apparent reason; some internal monitor 
warns them. 

'My poor good woman of this neighbourhood,' said 
the vivandiere, ' your brats are very pretty — babies are 
always that. I can guess their ages. The big one is 
four 5 ^ears old; his brother is three. Upon my word, 
the little sucking poppet is a 'greedy one 1 Oh, the 
monster 1 — -Will you stop eating up your mother ? — 
See here, madame, do not be afraid. You ought to 
join the battalion— -do like me. I call myself Houzarde. 
It is a nickname; but I like Houzarde better than being 
called Mamzelle Bicomeau, hke my mother. I am the 
canteen-woman; that is the same as saying, she who 
offers drink when they are firing and stabbing. Our 
feet are about the same size, I ^vill give you a pair of 
my shoes. I was in Paris the loth of August. I gave 
Westermann drink too. How things went I I saw 
Louis XVL guillotined — ^Louis Capet, as they call him. 
It was against his wiU. Only just listen, now ! To 
think that the 13 th of January he roasted chestnuts 
and laughed with his family. ^Vhen they forced him 
down on the see-saw, as they say, he had neither coat 
nor shoes, nothing but his shirt, a quilted waistcoat, 
gray cloth breeches, and gray silk stockings. I saw that, 
I did 1 The hackney coach they brought him in was 
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painted green. See here; come with us; the battalion 
are good fellows; you shall be canteen woman number 
two; I will teach you the business. Oh, it is very 
simple 1 You have your can and your handbell; away 
you go into the hubbub, with the platoons firing, the 
cannon thundering — into the thickest of the row — 
and you cry, “Who’ll have a drop to drink, my chil- 
dren ?" It’s no more trouble than that. I give every- 
body and anybody a sup — ^yes, indeed — ^Whites the 
same as Blues, though I am a Blue myself, and a good 
Blue, too; but I serve them all alike. Wounded men 
are all thirsty. They die without any difference of 
opinions. Dying fellows ought to shake hands. How 
silly it is to go fighting ! Do you come with us. If I 
am killed, you wSl step into my place. You see I am 
only so-so to look at; but I am a good woman, and a 
brave chap. Don’t you be afraid.' 

’ When the vivandidre ceased speaking, the woman 
murmured, ‘Our neighbour was called Marie Jeanne, 
and our servarit was named Marie Claude.’ 

In the meantime the sergeant reprimanded the grena- 
dier. ‘Hold your tongue 1 You frighten madame. 
One does not swear before ladies.’ 

‘All the same, it is a downright butchery for an 
honest man to hear about,’ replied the grenadier; 
‘and to see Chinese Iroquois, that have had their 
fathers-in-law crippled by a lord, their grandfathers 
sent to the galleys by the priest, and their fathers 
hung by the king, and who fight — name of the little 
Black Man ! — and mix themselves up in revolts, 
and get smashed for his lordship, the priest, and the 
king!' 

‘Silence in the ranks 1' cried the sergeant. 

. ‘ A man may hold his tongue, sergeant, ’ returned the 
grenadier, ‘but that doesn't hinder the fact that it's 
a pity to see a pretty woman lilce this running the risk 
of getting her neck broken for the sake of a dirty 
robber.’ 
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‘Grenadier,’ said the sergeant, 'we - are not in 
the Pike-club of Paris — ^no eloquence ! * He turned 
towards the woman : ' And your husband, 

madame ? What is he at ? “V^Tiat .has become 
of him ? " 

‘There hasn't anything become of him, because they 
killed him.' 

‘Where did that happen ?' 

‘In the hedge.’ 

'When?' 

‘Three days ago.’ 

‘Who did it?' 

‘I don't know.’ 

‘How? You do not ** know who killed your 
husband?’ 

‘No.’ 

‘Was it a Blue ? Was it a White ? ' 

‘It was a bullet.’ 

'Three days ago.' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘In what direction ?' 

'Toward Ernce. hly husband fell. That is all.’ 

‘And what have j^ou been doing since your husband 
was killed ? ’ 

‘I bear away my children.’ 

‘ \\Tiere are you taking them ? ’ 

‘Straight ahead.’ 

'Where do you sleep?’ 

‘On the ground.’ 

‘WTiat do you eat?’ 

‘ Nothing. ’ 

The sergeant made that military grimace which 
makes the moustache touch the nose. 'Nothing?' 

‘That is to say, sloes and dried berries left from last 
5?ear, myrtle seeds, and fern shoots.' 

' Faith ! you might as well say nothing. ’ 

The eldest of the children, who seemed to understand, 
said, ‘I am hungry.’ 
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The sergeant took a bit of regulation bread from liis 
pocket, and handed it to the mother. She broke the 
bread into two fragments, and gave them to the 
children, who ate with avidity. 

*She has kept none for herself,’ grumbled the 
sergeant. 

'Because she is not hungr3^ ' said a soldier. 

'Because she is a mother,’ said the sergeant. 

The children interrupted the dialogue. 'I want to 
drink,’ cried one. 'I want to drink,' repeated the 
other. 

' Is there no brook in this devil's wood ? ’ asked the 
sergeant. 

'The vivandiere took the brass cup which hung at her 
belt beside her handbell, turned the cock of the can she 
carried slung over her shoulder, poured a few 
drops into the cup, and held it to the children’s lips 
in turn. 

The first drank and made a grimace. The second 
drank and spat it out. 

'Nevertheless it is good,’ said the vivandiere. 

' Is it some of the old cut-throat ? ’ asked the ser- 
geant. 

'Yes, and tlie best; but these are peasants.’ And 
she wiped her cup. 

The sergeant resumed : 'And so, madame, you are 
trying to escape ? ’ 

'There is nothing else left for me to do.’ 

'Across fields — going whichever way chance directs ?’ 

' I nin with all my might — then I walk — ^then I fall. ’ 

' Poor villager 1 ' said the vivandiere. 

'The people fight,’ stammered the woman. 'Tliey 
are shooting all around me. I do not know what it 
is they wish. They killed my husband; that is all I 
understood. ’ 

The sergeant grounded the butt of his musket till the 
earth rang, and cried, ' What a beast of a war — ^in the 
hangman’s name I ’ 
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The woman continued : Last night- we slept in an 
e7}iousse, * 

'All.four?’ 

'All four/ 

‘ Slept ? ’ 

'Slept/ 

'Then/ said the sergeant,^ '3^ou slept standing/ 
He turned towards the soldiers. 'Comrades, what 
these savages call an hnotisse is an old hollow tree- 
trunk that a man maj^ fit himself into as if it was a 
sheath. But what would you ? We cannot all be 
Parisians. ’ 

'Slept in a hollow tree !* exclaimed the vivandierc. 
'And with three childi*en I*''- 

‘And," added the sergeant, ‘when the little ones 
howled, it must have been odd to anybody passing by 
and seeing nothing whatever, to hear a tree ciy, ' Papa ! 
mamma ! ' 

‘Luckily it is summer,' sighed the woman. She 
looked do\wi upon the ^ound in silent resignation, her 
e 3 J'es filled with the bewilderment of wretchedness. The 
soldiers made a silent circle round this group of misery. 
A widow, three orphans; flight, abandonment, solitude, 
war muttering around the horizon, hunger, thirst, no 
other nourishment than the herbs of the field, no other 
roof than that of heaven. 

The sergeant approached the woman and fixed his 
eyes on the sucldng baby. The little one left the breast, 
turned its head gently, gazing \vith its beautiful blue 
orbs into the formidable hairy face, bristling and wild, 
which bent towards it, and began to smile. 

The sergeant raised himself, and they saw a great tear 
roll down his cheek and cling like a pearl to the end of 
his moustache. He lifted his voice, — 

' Comrades, from all this I conclude that the regiment 
is going to become a father. Is it agreed 7* We adopt 
these three children ? ' 

‘ Hurrah for the Republic ! " chorussed the grenadiers. * 
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‘It is decided ! ’ said the sergeant. He stretched his 
two hands above the mother and her babes. ‘Behold 
the children. of the battalion of the Bonnet Rouge /' 
The vivandi^e leaped for joy. ‘Three heads under 
one bonnet ! ’ cried she. Then she burst into sobs, 
embraced the poor widow wildly, and said to her, 
‘ V^at a rogue the little girl looks already I ’ 

‘ Vive la Republique !‘ repeated the soldiers. 

And the sergeant said to the mother, ‘Come, 
citizeness ! ' 



BOOK THE SECOND 


THE CORVETTE CLAYMORE 
CHAPTER I 

ENGLAND AND FRANCE IN CONCERT 

In the spring of 1793, at the moment when France, 
simultaneously attacked on all its frontiers, suffered 
the pathetic distraction of the downfall of the Giron- 
dists, this was what happened in the Channel Islands. 

At Jersey, on the evening of the ist of June, about an 
hour before sunset, a corvette set sail from the solitarj^ 
little Bay of Bonnenuit, in that kind of foggy weather 
which is favourable to flight because pursuit is rendered 
dangerous. The vessel was manned by a French crew, 
though it made part of the English fleet stationed on 
the lookout at the eastern point of the island. The 
Prince de la Tour d* Auvergne, who was of the house of 
Bouillon, commanded the English flotilla, and it was 
by his orders, and for an urgent and special service, that 
the con^ette had been detached. 

This vessel, entered at Trinity House under the name 
of the Claymore, had the appearance of a transport or 
trader, but was in reality a war corvette. She had the 
heavy, pacific look of a merchantman, but jt would not 
have been safe to trust to that. She had been built for 
• a double purpose — cunning and strength to decei\^e 
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if possible, to fight if necessary. For the service before 
her this night, the landing of the lower deck had been 
replaced by thirty cannonades of hea\'y calibre. Either 
because a storm was feared, or because it was desirable 
to prevent the vessel having a suspicious appearance, 
these cannonades were housed — ^that is to say, securely 
fastened \vithin by triple chains, and the hatches above 
shut close. Nothing was to be seen from without. 
The ports were blinded, the slides closed; it was as if 
the corvette had put on a mask. Armed corvettes 
only carry guns on the upper deck. But this one, 
built for surprise and cunning, had the deck free, and 
was able, as we have just seen, to carry a battery below. 
The Claymore was after a heavy squat model, but a 
good sailer nevertheless — ^the hull of the most solid 
sort used in the English navy; and in battle was almost 
as valuable as a frigate, though for mizzen she had only 
a small mast of brigantine rig. Her rudder, of a 
peculiar and scientific form, had a curved frame of 
unique shape, which cost fifty pounds sterling in the 
dockyards of Southampton. The crew, all French, 
was composed of refugee officers and deserter sailors. 
They were tried men; not one but was a good sailor, 
good soldier, and good royalist. They had a threefold 
fanaticism — ^for ship, sword, and king. A half regiment 
of marines, that could be disembarked in case of need, 
was added to the crew. 

The corvette Claymore had as captain a chevalier of. 
Saint Louis, Count du Boisberthelot, one of the best 
officers of the old Royal Navy; for second, the Chevalier 
la Vieuville, who had commanded a company of 
French guards in which Hoche was sergeant; and for 
pilot, Philip Gacquoil, the most skilful mariner in 
Jersey. 

It was evident that the vessel had unusual business on 
hand. Indeed, a man who had just come on board had 
the air of one entering upon an adventure. He was a tall 
o.Id man, upright and robust, with a severe countenance. 
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^Yhose age it would have been difficult to guess, 
accurately, for he seemed at once old and 3 ^oung; one 
of those men who are full of years and of vigour; who 
have white hair on their heads and lightning^ in their 
glance; forty in point of energy and eighty in power 
and authority. 

As he came on deck his sea-cloak blew open, exposing 
i his large, loose breeches and top-boots, and a goatsldn 
vest which had one side tanned and embroidered vdth 
silk, while on the other the hair was left rough and brist- 
ling — a complete costume of the Breton peasant. 
These old-fashioned jackets answered alike for working 
and holida^^s; they could be turned to show the hairy or 
embroidered side, as one pleased; goatskin all the week, 
,gala accoutrements on Sunday. 

As if to increase a resemblance which had been care- 
. fully studied, the peasant dress worn by the old man 
was threadbare at the knees and elbows, and seemed to 
have been long in use, while his coarse cloak might have 
belonged to a fisherman. He had on his head the round 
hat of the period, high, with a broad rim which, when 
^ turned down, gave the wearer a rustic look, but took a 
military air when fastened up at the side with a loop 
and cockade. The old man wore his hat with the brim 
flattened forward, peasant fashion, TOthout either 
tassels or cockade. 

Lord Balcarras, the governor of the island, and the 
Prince de la Tour d* Auvergne, had in person conducted 
‘and installed him on board. The secret agent of the 
princes, Gelambre, formerly one of the Count d' Artois’s 
1 bodyguard, had superintended the arrangements of the 
cabin; and, although himself a nobleman, pushed cour- 
tesy and respect so far as to walk behind the old man 
t carrying his portmanteau. \Vhen they left him to go 
ashore again. Monsieur de Gelambre saluted the peasant, 
profoundly; Lord Balcarras said to him, 'Good luck, 
general 1 * and the Prince de la Tour d’Auvergne added, 
'{ ' Au revoir, my cousin/ 



NINETY-THREE 


26, 

‘The peasant ’ was the name by which the crew 
immediately designated their passenger during the short 
dialogues which seamen hold; but without understand- 
ing further about the matter, they comprehended that 
he was no more a peasant than the corvette was a 
common sloop. 

There was little \vind. The Claymore left Bonnenuit, 
and passed in front of Boulay Bay, and was for 
some time in sight, tacking to windward; then she 
lessened in the gathering night, and finally disappeared. 

An hour after, Gelambre, having returned to his 
house at Saint Helier, sent by the Southampton esmress 
the follo^ving lines to the Count d' Artois, at the Duke 
of York’s headquarters : ‘ Monseigneur, — ^The departure 
has just taken place. Success certain. In eight days 
the whole coast will be on fire from Granville to Saint 
Malo.' 

Four days earlier, Prieur, the representative of 
Marne, on a mission to the army along the coast of 
Cherbourg, and momentarily residing at Granville, had 
received by a secret emissary this message, written in' 
the same hand as the despatch above : — 

‘ Citizen Representative, — On the ist of June, at the 
hour when the tide serves, the war corvette Claymore, 
with a masked battery, \vill set sail for the purpose of 
lan^ng upon the shore of France a man of whom this is 
the description : Tall, old, white hair, peasant’s dress, 
hands of an aristocrat. I will send you more details 
to-morrow. He will land on the morning of the 2nd. 
Warn the cruisers; capture the corvette; guillotine 
the man.’ 
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CHAPTER II 

NIGHT ON THE VESSEL AND ^VTiH THE PASSENGER 

The corvette, instead of going south and making for 
Saint Catherine’s, headed north, then veered to the 
west, and resolutely entered the arm of the sea, between 
Sark and Jerse}^ called the Passage de la Deronte. At 
that time there was no lighthouse upon any point 
along either coast. The sun had set clear; the night 
^ was dark, darker than summer nights ordinarily are; 
' there was a moon, but vast clouds, rather of the 
equinox than the solstice, veiled the sky, and according 
to all appearance the moon would not be visible till 
she touched the horizon at the moment of setting, A 
few clouds hung low upon the water and covered it 
with mist. 

AU this obscurity was favourable. 

Thejntention of Pilot Gacquoil was to leave Jersey 
on the left and Guernsey on the right, and to gain, 
by bold sailing between the Hanois and the Douvr^, 
some bay of the Saint Malo shore — a route less short 
than that by the ]\Iinquiers, but safer, as the French 
cruisers had standing orders to keep an especially 
keen watch between Saint Helier and Granville. If 
the wind was favourable, and nothing occurred, 
Gacquoil hoped by setting all sail to touch the French 
coast at daj^break. 

All went well. The corvette had passed Gros-Nez. 
Toward nine o'clock the weather looked sulky, as 
sailors say, and there was wind and sea, but the vnnd 
was good and the sea strong ^vithout being violent. 
Still, now and then the sea swept across the vessel's 
bows, 

f ' The 'peasant,' whom Lord Balcarras had called 
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'General, ’ and whom the Prince de la Tour d'Auvergne 
addressed as 'My cousin,' had a sailor's footing, and 
paced the deck with tranquil gravity. He did not even 
seem to notice that the coivette roclced considerably. 
From time to time he took a cake of chocolate out of his 
pocket and munched a morsel; his white hair did not 
prevent his having all his teeth. 

He spoke to no one, except now and then a few low, 
quick words to the captain, who listened wth deference, 
and seemed to consider his passenger, rather than him- 
self, the commander. 

The Claymore, ably piloted, skirted unperceived in the 
fog the long escarpment north of Guernsey, hugging 
the shore on account of the formidable reef Pierres de 
Leeq, wliich is in the middle of the channel between 
Jersey and Sark. Gacquoil, standing at the helm, 
signalled in turn the Grdve de Leeq, Gros-Nez, and 
Plemont, and slipped the corvette along among this 
chain of reefs, feeling his way, to a certain extent, 
but with certitude, like a man familiar wth the course, 
and acquainted with the disposition of the sea. The 
corvette had no light forward, from a fear of betray- 
ing its passage through these guarded waters. The 
fog was a cause for rejoicing. They reached the 
Grande Etaque. The mist was so thick that the 
outlines of the lofty pinnacle could scarcely be made out. 
Ten o'clock was heard to sound from the belfry of 
Saint Ouen — a proof that the wind was still abaft. All 
was yet going well. The sea grew rougher on account 
of the neighbourhood of La Corbidre. 

A little after ten Count du Boisberthelot and the 
Chevalier la Vieuville reconducted the_ man in the 
peasant’s garb to his cabin, which was in reality the 
captain’s state room. As he. went in, he said to them 
in a low voice, — 

‘Gentlemen, you understand the importance of 
secrecy. Silence up to the moment of explosion. You 
two are the only ones here who know my name.’ 



NINETY-THREE 29 

^ We ^\dll carry it with us to the tomb, ' replied Bois- 
berthelot. 

‘As for me/ added the old man, -were I in face of 
death I would not tell it/ 

He entered his cabin. 


CHAPTER III 

NOBLE AND PLEBEIAN IN CONCERT 

The commander and the second officer returned on 
deck and walked up and downrside by side, in conversa- 
tion. They were evidently taUdng of their passenger, 
and this was the dialogue which the wind dispersed 
among the shadows. 

Boisbertlielot grumbled in a half-voice in the ear of 
La VieuviUe, ‘We shall see if he is really a leader." 

La VieuviUe replied, 'In the*' meantime he is a 
prince. " / 

‘Almost/ 

^Nobleman in France, but prince in Brittany/ 

'Like the La TremoiUes; like the Rohans.' 

‘With whom he is connected/ 

Boisberthelot resumed, — 

‘In France, and in the King’s carriages, he is marquis, 
as I am count, and you are chevalier, " 

'The carriages are far off I’ cried La VieuviUe. 'We 
have got to the tumbril/ 

There was a silence. 

Boisberthelot began again : ' For lack of a French 
prince, a Breton one is taken." 

‘For lack of thrushes — ^no, for want of an eagle — 
a crow is chosen. " 

'I should prefer a vulture," said Boisberthelot. 

, And La VieuviUe retorted, ' Yes, indeed ! a beak and 
, talons/ 
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‘We shall see.’ 

‘Yes,’ resumed La Vieuville, ‘it is time there was a 
head. I am of Tinteniac’s opinion — “A true chief, 
and — ^gunpowder !” See, commander. I know nearly 
all the leaders, possible and impossible — ^those of 
yesterday, those of to-day, and those of to-morrow : 
there is not one with the sort of headpiece we need. In 
that accursed Vendfe it wants a general who is a lawyer 
at the same time. He must worry the enemy, dispute 
every mill, thicket, ditch, pebble; quarrel with him; 
take advantage of everything; see to evei3dhing; 
slaughter plentifully: make examples; be sleepless, 
pitiless. At this hour there are heroes among that 
army of peasants, but there are no captains. D'Elbee 
is nil ; Lescmre is ailing; Bonchampe shows mercy — 
he is kind, that means stupid; La Roche jacquelein is a 
magnificent sub-lieutenant; Silz an officer for open 
country, unfit for a war of expedients; Cathelineau is a 
simple carter; StofSet is a cunning gamekeeper; Bdrard 
is inept; Boulainvilliers is ricficulous; Charette is 
shocking. And I do not speak of the barber Gaston. 
For, in the name of Mars, what is the good of opposing 
the Revolution, and what is the difference between the 
Republicans and ourselves, if we set hairdressers to 
conunand noblemen?’ 

‘You see that beast of a Revolution has infected us 
also. ’ 

‘An itch that France has caught.’ 

‘An itch of the Third Estate,' replied Boisb'erthelot. 
‘ It is only England that can cure us of it. ’ 

‘And she will cure us; do not doubt it, captain.’ 

‘ In the meanwhile it is ugly.’ 

‘Indeed, yes. Clowns ever3rwhere. The monarchy 
which has Stofflet for commander-in-chief and De 
Maulevrier for lieutenant has nothing to envy in the 
Republic that has for minister Pache, son of the Duke 
de Castries’s porter. What men this Vendean war 
brings out against each other 1 On one side Santerre 
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the brewer, on the other Gaston the wig- 
maker ! * 

'My dear Vieuville, I have a certain respect for 
Gaston. He did not conduct himself ill in his command 
of Guemenee, He veiy neatly shot three hundred 
Blues, after making them dig their own graves.* 
'Well and good; but I could have done that as well 
as he.' 

'Zounds ! no doubt; and I also.' 

'The great acts of war,' resumed La Vieuville, 
'require to be undertaken by noblemen. They are 
matters for knights and not hairdressers.' 

'Still there are some estimable men among this 
“Third Estate/' ' returned Boisberthelot. 'Take, for 
example, Joly, the clockmaker. He had been a 
sergeant in a Flanders regiment; he gets himself made 
a Vendean chief; he commands a coast guard; he has 
a son who is a Republican, and while the son serves 
among the Blues, the father serves- among the Whites. 
Encounter. Battle. The father takes the son prisoner, 
and blows out his brains, ' 

'He's a good one,* said La Vieuville. 

‘A royalist Brutus,’ replied Boisberthelot, 

‘ All that does not hinder the fact that it is insupport- 
able to be commanded by a Coquereau, a Jean- Jean, 
a Moulins, a Focart, a Bouju, a Chouppes. * 

' My dear chevalier, the other side is equally disgusted. 
We are full of plebeians; th^ are full of nobles. Do 
you suppose the sans-cxdoites are content to be comman- 
ded by the Count de Canclaux, the Viscount de Miranda, 
the Viscount de Beauharnais, the Count de Valence, 
i.the Marquis de Custine, and the Duke de Biron?’ 

‘ 'What a hash !' 

'And the Duke de Chartres I' 

' Son of Egalite. Ah, then, when will he ever be king ? * 
' Never. ' 

* He mounts towards the throne. He is aided by his 
(crimes. 
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‘And held back by his vices,' said Boisberthelot. 

There was silence again; then Boisberthelot con- 
tinued, — 

‘StiU, he tried to bring about a reconciliation. He 
went to see the King. I was at Versailles when some- 
body spat on his back. ’ 

‘From the top of the grand staircase ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘It was well done.' 

‘We call him Bourbon the Bourbeux.’ 

'He is bald; he has pimples; he is a r^cide — ^pah !’ 

Then La Vieuville added, ‘I was at Onessant with 
him' 

‘On the Saint Esprit ? ' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘If he had obeyed the signal that the Admiral 
d’Orvilliers made him, to keep to the \vindward, he 
would have kept the English from passing. ’ 

‘Certainly.’ 

‘ Is it true that he was hidden at the bottom of the 
hold?’ 

‘No; but it must be said all the same.’ 

And La Vieuville burst out laughing. 

Boisberthelot observed. There are idiots enough ! 
Hold ! that Boulainvilliers you were speaking of. La 
Vieuville. I knew him. I had a chance of studying 
him. In the beginning the peasants were armed v/ith 
pikes ; if he did not get it into his head to make pike- 
men of them 1 He wanted to teach them the manual 
of exercise, “de la piqus-en-biais et dc lapique-irainante- 
le-fer-devani." He dreamed of transforming those 
savages into soldiers of the line. He proposed to 
show them how to mass battalions and form hollow 
squares. He jabbered the old-fashioned military 
dialect to them : for chief of a squad he said itn cap 
d’escade, which was the appellation of corporals under 
Louis XIV. He persisted in forming a regiment ofr 
those poachers ; he had regular companies..:-^ The , 
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sergeants ranged themselves in a circle every evening 
to take the countersign from the colonel's sergeant, 
who whispered it to the sergeant of the lieutenants; 
he repeated it to his neighbour, and he to the man 
nearest; and so on, from ear to ear, down to the last. 
He cashiered an officer because he did not stand bare- 
headed to receive the watchword from the sergeant's 
mouth. You can fancy how all succeeded. The 
booby could not understand that peasants must 
be led peasant-fashion, and that one cannot make 
drilled soldiers out of woodchoppers. Yes, I knew 
that Boulainvilliers. ' 

They moved on a few steps, each pursuing his own 
thoughts. Then the conversation was renewed. 

' By the way, is it true that Darapierre is killed ? ’ 

'Yes, commandant.’ 

' Before Conde ? ' 

'At the camp of Pamars — ^by a gunshot.’ 

Boisberthelot sighed. 'The Count de Dampierre. 
Yet another of ours who went o\>er to them ! ’ 

'A good journey to him, ’.said La Vieuville. 

'And the princesses — ^where are they?’ 

'At Trieste.' 

'Still?’ 

'Still. Ah, this Republic !’ cried Vieuville. 'What 
havoc from such slight consequences ! When one 
thinks that this Revolution was caused by the deficit 
of a few millions ! ’ 

'Distrust small outbreaks,’ said Boisberthelot. 

'Everything is going badly,’ resumed La Vieu- 
ville. 

'Yes; La Rouarie is dead; Du Fresnay is an idiot. 
What pitiful leaders all those bishops are — ^that Conc}^ 
Bishop of Rochelle; that Beaupril Saint- Aulaire, 
Bishop of Poitiers; that Mercy, Bishop of Lu9on and 
lover of Madame de I’Eschasserie ’ 

'Vffiose name is Servanteau, you know, commander; 
L’Eschasserie is the name of an estate. ' 

X.N. 
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‘And that false Bishop of Agra — ^\vho is cure of I 
know not what. ' 

‘Of Dol. He is called Guillot de Folleville. At 
least he is brave, and he fights. ' 

‘ Priests when soldiers are needed ! Bishops who are 
not bishops ! Generals who are no generals ! ' 

La Vieuville interrupted Boisberthelot. 

‘ Commandant, have you the Monitmr in your cabin? ' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘What are they playing in Paris just now ?’ 

'Adah and Peidin, and The Cavern.' 

‘ I should like to see that. ’ 

‘ You ■will be able to. We shall be at Paris in a month. ’ 

Boisberthelot reflected a moment, and added, ‘At 
the latest. Mr Windham said so to Lord Hood.’ 

‘But then, captain, everything is not going so ill.’ 

‘ Zounds ! everything would go well, on condition 
that the war in Brittany could be properly conducted. ’ 

La Vieuville shook his head. 

‘ Commandant, ’ he asked, ‘do we land the marines'? ’ 

‘ Yes; if the coast is for us — not if it is hostile. Some- 
times war must break down doors, sometimes- slip in 
quietly. Civil war ought always to have a fdse key in 
its pocket. We shall do all in our power. The most 
important is the chief.’ Then Boisberthelot added 
thoughtfully, — 

‘La Vieuville, what do you think of the Chevalier.de 
Dieuzie ? ’ 

‘The younger?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘For a leader?’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘That he is another officer for open country and 
pitched battles. Only the peasant understands the 
thickets. ’ • 

‘Then resign yourself to General Stofflet and to 
General Cathelineau. ’ 

La Vieuville mused awhile and then said, ‘It needs 
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a prince; a prince of France; a prince of the blood — a 
tnie prince/ 

'Why? Wioever says prince ’ 

‘ Says poltroon. I know it, captain. But one is needed 
for the effect on the big stupid eyes of the country lads. ' 
'My dear chevalier, the princes will not come/ 

' We will get on vithout them. ' 

Boisberthelot pressed his hand upon his forehead 
with the mechanical movement of a man endeavouring 
to bring out some idea. He exclaimed, — 

‘ Well, let \is try the general we have here. ' 

‘He is a great nobleman.* 

‘Do you believe he will answer ? ' 

‘ Provided he is strong, ^ 

‘That is to sa3% ferocious/ said Boisberthelot. 

The count and the chevalier looked fixedly at one 
another. 

‘Monsieur de Boisberthelot, 3'ou have said the word 
— ferocious. Yes, that is what we need. This is a 
war without pity. The houV is to the bloodthirsty. 
The regicides have cut off Louis XVI.'s head; we vsdll 
tear off the four limbs of the regicides. Yes, the 
general necessary is General Inexorable. In Anjou 
and Upper Poitou the chiefs do the magnanimous; 
tliey dabble in generosity — nothing moves on. In 
the Marais and the country of Retz the chiefs are 
ferocious — everything goes fon^’ard. It is because 
Charette is savage that he holds his own against 
Parrein — it is hyena against hyena.* 

Boisberthelot had no time to reply; La Vieuville’s 
words were suddenl^^ cut short by a desperate cry, and 
at the sam6 instant they heard a noise as unaccountable 
as it was awful. The cry and this noise came from the 
interior of the vessel. 

The captain and lieutenant made a rush for the gun- 
deck, but could not get down. All the gunners were 
hurrying frantically up. 

A frightful thing had just happened 1 
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CHAPTER IV 

TORMENTUM BELLI 

One of the carronades of the battery, a twenty- 
pounder, had got loose. 

This is perhaps the most formidable of all ocean 
accidents. Nothing more terrible can happen to a 
vessel in open sea and under full sail. 

A gun that breaks its moorings becomes suddenly 
some indescribable supernatural beast. It is a machine 
which transforms itself into a monster. This mass- 
turns upon its wheels, has the rapid movements of a 
billiard-ball; rolls %vith the rolling, pitches with the 
pitching; goes, comes, pauses, seems to meditate; 
resumes its course, rushes along the sliip from end to 
end like an arrow, circles about, springs aside, evades, 
rears, breaks, kills, exterminates. It is a battering- 
ram wliich assaults a wall at its ou'n caprice. More- 
over, the battering-ram is of metal, the wall wood. 
It is the entrance of matter into space. One might 
say that this eternal slave avenges itself. It seems as 
if the power of evil hidden in what we call inanimate 
objects finds a vent and bursts suddenly out. It 
has an air of having lost patience, of seeking some 
fierce, obscure retribution; nothing more inexorable 
than this rage of the inanimate. The mad mass has 
the bounds of a panther, the weight of the elephant, 
the agility of the mouse, the obstinacy of the axe, the 
unexpectedness of the surge, the rapimty of lightning, 
the deafness of the tomb. It weighs ten iEousand 
pounds, and it rebounds like a chilas ball. • Its flight 
is a wild whirl abruptly cut at right angles. What is 
to be done ? How to end this ? A tempest ceases, 
a cyclone passes, a wind falls, a broken mast is replaced. 
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a leak is stopped, a fire dies out; but how to control 
this enormous brute of bronze? In what way can 
one attack it ? 

You can make a mastiff hear reason, astound a bull, 
fascinate a boa, frighten a tiger, soften a lion; but there 
is no resource ^v^th that monster, a cannon let loose 
You cannot kill it — it is dead; at the same time it lives 
It lives with a sinister life bestowed on it by Infinity, 

The planks beneath it give it pla3^ It is moved by 
the ship, which is moved by the sea, which is moved 
by the wind. Tliis destroyer is a plaything. The 
ship, the waves, the blasts, all aid it; hence its frightful 
vitalit3\ How to assail this fury of complication ? 
How to fetter this monstrous mechanism for vTecking 
a ship? How foresee its comings and goings, its 
returns, its stops, irs shocks ? Any one of these blows 
upon the sides may stave out the vessel. How divine 
its awful gyrations ? One has to deal with a projectile 
wiiich thinks, seems to possess ideas, and which changes 
its direction at each instant. TIow stop the course of 
something which must be avoided ? The horrible 
cannon flings itself about, advances, recoils, strikes 
to the right, strikes to the left, flees, passes, disconcerts, 
ambushes, breaks down obstacles, crushes men like 
flies. The great danger of the situation is in the 
mobility of its base. How combat an inclined plane 
which has caprices ? The ship, so to speak, has 
lightning imprisoned in its womb which seeks to escape; 
it is like thunder rolling above an earthquake. 

In an instant the whole crew were on foot. The fault 
was the chief gunner's; he had neglected to fix home 
the screw-nut of the mooring chain, and had so badly 
shackled the four wheels of the carronade that the play 
given to tlie sole and frame had separated the platform 
and ended by breaking the breeching. The cordage 
had broken, so that the gun was no longer secure on 
the carriage. Tlie stationary breeching which prevents 
recoil was not in use at that period. As a heavy wave 
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struck the port, the carronade, weakly attached, 
recoiled, burst its chain, and began to rush wldly 
about* Conceive, in order to have an idea of this 
strange sliding, a drop of water running down a pane 
of glass. 

At the moment when the lashings gave way the 
gunners were in the battery, some in groups, others 
standing alone, occupied with such duties as sailors 
perform in expectation of the command to clear for 
action. The carronade, hurled forward by the pitch- 
ing, dashed into this knot of men and crushed four at 
the first blow; then, flung back and shot out anew by the 
rolling, it cut in two a fifth poor fellow, glanced off to 
the larboard side and struck a piece of the battery with 
such force as to unship it Then rose the cry of distress 
which had been heard. The men rushed towards the 
ladder; the gun-deck emptied in the twinkling of an 
eye. The enormous cannon was left alone. Sie was 
given up to herself. She was her own mistress, and 
mistress of the vessel. She could do what she willed 
. with both. This whole crew, accustomed to laugh in 
battle, trembled now. To describe the universal 
terror would be impossible. 

Captain Boisberlhelot and Lieutenant la Vieuville, 
although both intrepid men, stopped at the head of 
the stairs, and remained mute, pale, hesitating, looking 
down on the deck. Some one pushed them aside with 
his elbow and descended. 

It was their passenger — ^the peasant — the man of 
whom they had been speaking a moment before. 

When he reached the toot of the ladder he stood still. 



NINETY-THREE 


39 


CHAPTER V 

VIS ET VIR 

r 

The cannon came and went along the deck. One 
might have fancied it the living chariot of the Apoca- 
lypse. The marine lantern oscillating from the ceiling 
added a dizzying whirl of lights and shadows to this 
vision. The shape of the cannon was indistinguishable 
from the rapidity of its course; now it looked black 
in the light, now it cast weird reflections through the 
gloom. 

It kept on its work of destruction. It had already 
shattered four other pieces, and dug two crevices in the 
side, fortunately above the water-line, though they 
would leak in case a squall should come on. It dashed 
itself frantically against the framework. The solid tie- 
beams resisted, their curved form giving them great 
strength; but they creaked ominously under the assaults 
of this terrible club, which seemed endowed with a 
sort of appalling ubiquity, striking on every side at 
once. The strokes of a bullet shaken in a bottle 
would not be madder or more rapid. The four wheels 
passed and repassed above the dead men, cut, carved, 
slashed them, till the five corpses were a score of stumps 
rolling about the deck; the heads seemed to cry out; 
streams of blood twisted in and out the planks with 
every pitch of the vessel. The ceiling, damaged in 
several places, began to gape. The whole ship was 
filled with the awful tumult. 

The captain promptly recovered his composure, and 
at his order the sailors threw do\ra into the deck every- 
thing which could deaden and check the mad rush of 
the gun — ^mattresses, hammoclcs, spare s^s, coils of 
rope, extra equipments, and the bales of false assignats 
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of which the corvette carried a whole cargo; an infamous 
deception which the English considered a fair triclt 
in war. 

But what could these rags avail? No one dared 
descend to arrange them in any useful fashion, and in a 
few instants they were mere heaps of lint. 

There was just sea enough to render the accident A 
complete as possible. A tempest would have been 
desirable; it might have thrown the gun upside down, 
and the four wheels once in the air, tiie monster could 
have been mastered. But the devastation increased. 
There were gashes and even fractures in the masts, 
which, embedded in the woodwork of the keel, pierce 
the decks of ships like great round pillars. The mizzen- 
mast was cracked, and the mainmast itself was injured 
imder the convulsive blows of the gun. The battery 
was being destroyed. Ten pieces out of the thirty 
were disabled; the breaches multiplied in the side, 
and the corvette began to take in water. 

The old passenger, who had descended to the gun- 
deck, looked like a form of stone stationed at the foot 
of the stairs. He stood motionless, gazing sternly 
about upon the devastation. Indeed, it seemed 
impossible to take a single step forrvard. 

Each boxmd of the liberated carronade menaced the 
destruction of the vessel. A few minutes more and 
shipwredc would be inevitable. 

They must perish or put a summary end to the 
disaster — a decision must be made; but how ? 

What a combatant — ^this carmon I They must check 
this mad monster. They must seize this flash of 
hghtning. They must overthrow this thunderbolt. 

Boisberthelot said to La Vieuville, ‘Do you believe 
in God, chevalier ? ' 

La Weuville replied, 'Yes — ^no — ^sometimes.’ 

‘ In a tempest ? ’ 

‘Yes, and in moments like this.’ 

‘Only God can aid us here,’ said Boisberthelot. 
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All. were silent — ^the cannon kept np its horrible 
fracas. 

The waves beat against the ship; their blo^vs from 
without responded to the strokes of the cannon. 

It was like two hammers alternating. 

Suddenly into the midst of this sort of inaccessible 
circus, where the escaped cannon leaped and bounded, 
there sprang a man wth an iron bar in his hand. It 
was the author of this catastrophe, the gunner whose 
culpable negligence had caused the accident — ^the 
captain of the gun. Having been the means of bring- 
ing about the misfortune, he desired to repair it. He 
had caught up a handspike in one fist, a tiller-rope with 
a slipping noose in the other, and jumped doum'into 
the gun-deck. Then a strange combat began, a 
Titanic strife — ^the struggle of the gun against the 
gunner; a battle bet\veen matter and intelligence; a 
duel between the inanimate and the human. 

The man was posted in an angle, the bar and rope in 
his two fists; backed against one of the riders, settled 
firmly on his legs as on two pillars of steel; livid, calm, 
tragic, rooted as it were in the planks, he Waited. 

He waited for the cannon to pass near him. 

The gunner knew his piece, and it seemed to him that 
she must recognise her master. He had lived a long 
while vdth her. How many times he had tlirust his 
hand between her jav^ I It was his tame monster. 
He began to address it as he might have done his dog. 

'Come !' said he. Perhaps he loved it. 

He seemed to wish that it would turn towards him. 

But to come towards him would be to spring upon 
him. Then he would be lost. How to avoid its crush ? 
There was the question. All stared in terrified silence. 

Not a breast respired freely, except perchance that of 
the old man who alone stood in the deck with the two 
combatants, a stem second. 

He might himself be crushed by the piece. He did 
not stir. 
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Beneath them the blind sea directed the battle. 

At the instant when, accepting this a^vful hand-to- 
hand contest, the gunner approached to challenge the 
cannon, some chance fluctuation of the waves kept it 
for a moment immovable as if suddenly stupefied. 

' Come on ! ' the man said to it. It seemed to listen. 

Suddenly it darted upon him. The gunner avoided 
the shock. 

The struggle began — ^struggle unheard of — ^the fragile 
matching itself against the invulnerable; the thing of 
flesh attacking the brazen brute; on the one side blind 
force, on the other a soul. 

The whole passed in a half-light. It was like the 
indistinct vision of a miracle. 

A soul — strange thing; but you would have said that 
the cannon had one also — a soul filled with rage and 
hatred. This blindness appeared to have eyes. The 
monster had the air of watching the man. There was — 
one might have fancied so at least — cunning in this 
mass. It also chose its moment. It became some 
gigantic insect of metal, having, or seeming to have, the 
will of a demon. Sometimes this colossal grasshopper 
would strike the low ceiling of the gun-deck, then fall 
back on its four wheels like a tiger upon its four claws, 
and dart anew on the man. He, supple, agile, adroit, 
would glide away like a snake from the reach of these 
lightning-like movements. He avoided the encounters ; 
but the blows which he escaped fell upon the vessel, 
and continued the havoc. 

An end of broken chain remained attached to the 
carronade. This chain had twisted itself, one could not 
tell how, about the screw of the breech-button.- One 
extremity of the chain was fastened to the carriage. 
The other, hanging loose, whirled wildly about the gun, 
and added to the danger of its blows. 

The screw held it like a clenched hand, and the chain, 
multiplying the strokes of the battering-ram by its 
strokes of a thong, made a fearful whirlwind about the 
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cannon — a whip of iron in a fist of brass. This chain 
complicated the battle. 

Nevertheless the man fought. Sometimes, even, it 
was the man who attacked the cannon. He crept along 
the side, bar and rope in hand, and the cannon had the 
air of understanding, and fled as if it perceived a snare. 
The man pursued it, formidable, fearless. 

Such a duel could not last long. The gun seemed 
suddenly to say to itself, ‘Come, we must make an 
end ! ’ and it paused. One felt the approach of the 
crisis. The cannon, as if in suspense, appeared to have, 
or had — ^because it seemed to all a sentient being — 
a furious premeditation. It sprang unexpectedly 
upon the gunner. He jumped aside, let it pass, and 
cried out with a laugh, ‘Try again !’ The gun, as if 
in fury, broke a carronade to larboard; then, seized 
anew by the invisible sling which held it, was flung to 
starboard towards the man, who escaped. 

Three carronades gave way under the blows of the 
gun; then, as if blind and no longer conscious of what 
It was doing, it turned its back on the man, rolled from 
the stern to the bow, bruising the stem and making a 
breach in the plankings of the prow. The gunner had 
taken refuge at the foot of the stairs, a few steps from 
the old man, who was watching. 

The gunner held his handspike in rest. The cannon 
seemed to perceive him, and, u-ithout taking the 
trouble to turn itself, backed upon him with the 
quickness of an axe-stroke. The gunner, if driven 
back against the side, was lost. The crew uttered a 
simultaneous cry. 

But the old passenger, until now immovable, made a 
' spring more rapid than all those uild whirls. He 
seized a bale of the false assignats, and at the risk of 
being, crushed, succeeded in flinging it between the 
wheels of the carronade. This manoeuvre, decisive and 
dangerous, could not have been executed with more 
adroitness and precision by a man trained to all the 
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exercises set down in Durosers Manual of Sea 
Gunnery, 

The bale had the effect of a plug. A pebble may stop 
a log, a tree branch turn an avalanche. Tiie carronade 
stumbled. The gunner, in his turn, seizing this terrible 
chance, plunged his iron bar between the spokes of one 
of the hind wheels. The cannon was stopped. It 
staggered. The man, using the bar as a lever, rocl;ed 
it to and fro. The heavy mass turned over with a 
clang like a falling bell, and the gunner, dripping with 
sweat, rushed fonvard headlong and passed the slipping 
noose of the tiller-rope about the bronze neck of tlie 
overthrown monster. 

It ^Yas ended. The man had conquered. The ant 
had subdued the mastodon; the pigmy had taken the 
thunderbolt prisoner, 

^ The marines and the sailors clapped their hands. 

The whole crew hurried down with cables and chains, 
and in an instant the cannon was securely lashed. 

The gunner saluted the passenger. , 

‘Sir,* he said to him, 'you have saved my life.* 

The old man had resumed his impassible attitude, 
and did not re^ly. 


CHAPTER VI 

Tim TWO ENDS OF THE SCALE 

The man had conquered, but one might say that the 
cannon had conquered also. Immediate shipwTeck 
had been avoided, but the cor\*ette was by no means 
saved. The dilapidation of the vessel seemed irreme- 
diable. The sides had five breaches, one of 'svhich, 
very large, was in the bow. Out of the thirty carxon- 
ades, twenty lay useless in their frames. 

The carronade, which had been captured and re- 
chained, was itself disabled; the screw of the 



NINETY-THREE 


45 

breech-button %va5 forced, and the levelling of the piece 
impossible in consequence The battery was reduced 
to nine pieces. The hold had sprung a leak. It was 
necessar}^ at once to repair the damages and set the 
pumps to work. 

The gun-deck, now that one had time to look about 
it, offered a terrible spectacle. The interior of a mad 
elephant's cage could not have been more completely 
dismantled. 

However great the necessity that the cor^’^ette should 
escape observ'ation, a still more imperious necessity 
presented itself — immediate safety. It had been 
necessar}^ to light up the deck by lanterns placed hero 
and there along the sides. - 

But during the whole time this tragic diversion had 
lasted the crew were so absorbed by the one question 
of life or death that they noticed little what was passing 
outside the scene of the duel. The fog had thickened; 
the weather had changed; the wind had driven the 
vessel at vill; it had gone out -of its route, in plain 
sight of Jersey and Guernsey, farther to the south 
than it ought to have gone, and was surrounded b}*' a 
troubled sea. The great waves kissed the gaping 
wounds of the corvette — ^kisses full of peril. The sea 
rocked her menacingly. The breeze became a gale. 
It was impossible to see before one four pars' length. 

Willie the crew were repairing summarily and in haste 
the ravages of the gun-deck, stopping the leaks and 
putting back into position the guns which had escaped 
the disaster, the old passenger had gone on deck. 

He stood with his back against the mainmast. 

He had paid no attention to a proceeding which had 
taken place on the vessel. The Chevalier la Viemdlle 
had dra\vn up the marines in line on either side of the 
mainmast, and at the whistle of the boatswain the 
sailors busy in the rigging stood upright on the yards. 

Count du Boisberthelot advanced toward the passen- 
ger. Behind the captain marched a man haggard, 
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breath]c?5, his dress in disorder, yet ^vcarin,g a satis fior] 
look under it all. It was the gunner who had just now 
so opportunely showTi himself a tamer of monsters, and 
who had got the better of the cannon. 

The Count made a militar}^ salute to the unknown 
in peasant garb, and said to him, 'General, here is 
the man.' 

The gunner held himself erect, his eyes downcast, 
standing in a soldier!}’ attitude. 

Count du Boisberthelot continued, 'General, taking 
into consideration what this man has done, do 3 ’ou not 
think there is something for his commanders to do ? ' 

‘I think there is,' said the old man. 

'Be good enough to give the orders,' returned Bois- 
berthelot, 

' It is for you to give them. You are the captain. ’ 

'But you are the general,' answered Boisberthelot, 

The old man looked at the gunner. 'Approach,' 
said he. 

The gunner moved forward a step. The old man 
turned towards Count du Boisberthelot, detached the 
cross of Saint Louis from the captain’s uniform, and 
fastened it on the jacket of the gunner. 

' Hurrah ! ' cried the sailors. 

The marines presented arms. The old passenger, 
pointing with his finger towards the bewildered gunner, 
added, ‘ Now let that man be shot. ' 

Stupor succeeded the applause. 

Then, in the midst of a silence like that of the tomb, 
the old man raised his voice. He said, — 

'A negligence has endangered this ship. At this 
moment she is perhaps lost. To be at sea is to face the 
enemy. A vessel at open sea is an arm}^ which gives 
battle. The tempest conceals,, but , does not absent 
itself. The whole sea is an ambuscade. Death is 
the penalty of any fault committed in the face of the 
enemy. No fault is reparable. Courage ought to be 
rewarded and negligence punished. 
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These words fell one after the other slowly, solemnly, 
. with a sort of inexorable measure, like the blows of 
an axe upon an oak. 

And the old man, turning to the soldiers, added, 
‘Do your duty,’ 

The man upon whose breast shone the cross of Saint 
Louis bowed his head. 

At a sign from Count du Boisberthelot, two sailors 
descended between declcs, then returned; bringing the 
hammock '\vinding-sheet. The ship’s chaplain, who 
since the time of sailing had been at prayer in the 
officers’ quarters, accompanied the two sailors; a 
sergeant detached from the line twelve marines, whom 
he arranged in two ranks, s^x by six; the gunner, with- 
out uttering a word, placed himself between the two 
files,' The chaplain, crucifix in hand, advanced and 
stood near him. 

‘March !’ said the sergeant. 

The platoon moved with slow steps towards the bow. 
The two sailors who carried the shroud followed, 

A gloomy silence fell upon the corvette. A hurricane 
moaned in the distance. 

A few instants later there was a flash; a report 
followed, echoing among the shadows; then all was 
silent; then came the thud of a body falling into the sea. 

The old passenger ctiU leaned back against the main- 
mast udth folded arms, thinking silentl}''. 

Boisberthelot pointed towards him with the fore- 
finger of his left hand, and said in a low voice to La 
Vieuville, — 

The Vendee has found a head ! ’ 
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CHAPTER Vn 

HE WHO SETS SAIL PUTS INTO A LOTTERY 

But wliat \vas to become of tlie con^ette ? 

The clouds, which the whole night through had 
touclied the waves, now lowered so thickl}* that the 
liorizon was no longer \T5ib3e; the sea seemed covered 
with a pall. Nothing to be seen but fog — a situation 
always pepJous, even for a vessel in good condition. 

Added to the mist came the surging swell. 

The time had been used to good purpose; the corv’ettc 
had been lightened by throwing overboard eveiy’^thing 
which could be cleared from the havoc made by the 
carronade — the dismantled guns, the broken carnages, 
frames t^nsted or unnailed, the fragments of splintered 
wood and iron; the portholes had been opened, and the 
corpses and parts of bodies, enveloped in tarpaulin, 
were slid do\Mi planks into the waves. 

The sea was no longer manageable. Not that the 
tempest was imminent; it seemed on the contrar}^ that 
the hurricane rustling behind the horizon decreased, and 
the squall was movdng northward; but the waves were 
very high still, which indicated disturbance in the 
depths; the coiY’ette could offer slight resistance to 
shocks in her crippled condition, so that the great 
waves might prove fatal to her. 

Gacquoil stood thoughtfully at the helm. To face 
ill-fortune with a bold front is the habit of those 
accustomed to rule at sea. 

La Vieuville, who was the sort of man that becomes 
gtiy in the midst of disaster, accosted Gacquoil. 

‘Well, pilot,’ said he, 'the squall has missed fire. 
Its attempt at sneezing comes to nothing. We shall 
get out of it. We shall have wind, and that is all. 
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Gacquoil replied seriously, 'Where there is wind 
there are waves/ 

Neither laughing nor sad, such is the sailor. The 
response had a disquieting significance. For a leaky 
ship to encounter a high sea is to fill rapidly. Gacquoil 
emphasised his prognostic by a frown. Perhaps La 
Vieuville had spoken almost jovial and gay words a 
little too soon after the catastrophe of the gun and its 
gunner. There are things which bring bad luck at; sea. 
The ocean is secretive; one never knows what it means 
to do; it is necessary to be always on guard against 
it. 

La Vieuville felt the necessity of getting back to 
gravity. *^Vhere are we, pilot ? ' he asked. 

The pilot replied, 'We aie in the hands of God.’ 

A pilot is a master; he must always be allowed to do 
what he toU, and often he must be allowed to say what 
he pleases. Generally this species of man speaks 
little. ■* 

La Vieuville moved away. He had asked a question 
of the pilot. It was the horizon which replied. The 
sea suddenly cleared. 

The fogs which spread across the waves were quickly 
rent; the dark confusion of the billows spread out to the 
horizon's verge in a shadowy half-light, and this was 
what became visible. 

The sky seemed covered with a lid of clouds, but they 
no longer touched the water; in the east appeared a 
whiteness, which was the da^vn; in the west trembled a 
corresponding paUor, which was the setting moon. 
These two ghostly presences drew opposite each other 
narrow bands of pale lights along the horizon, between 
the sombre sea and the gloomy sky. Across each of 
’ these lines of light were sketched black profiles upright 
and immovable. 

To the west, against the moonlit s^, stood out 
sharply three lofty rocks, erect as Celtic cromlechs. 

To the east, against the pale horizon of morning* 
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rose eight sail ranged in order at regular int«:rvaU in 
;i furmidable array. 

The three rocks were a reef; the eight ships a 
squadron. 

Behind the vessel was the Minquiers, a rock of an 
evil renown; before her, the Frencli craisers. To the 
west, the abyss; to the cast, carnage; she was between 
a shipvTeclc and a combat. 

For meeting the reef, the cor\xtte had a broken hull, 
rigging disjointed, masts tottering in their foundations; 
for facing battle, she had a batter}* wliere one-and- 
twenty cannon out of tliirt}* were dismounted, and 
whose best gunners were dead. The dawn was yet 
faint; tliere still remained a little night to them. This 
might even last for some time, since it was principally 
made by thick high clouds presenting the solid appear- 
ance of a vault. The wind, which had succeeded in 
dispersing the lower mists, was forcing the corcette 
towards the i\Imquiers. In her excessive feebleness 
and dilapidation, she scarcely obe\*ed the helm; she 
rolled rather than sailed, and smitten by the waves 
she yielded passively to their impulse. The IMinquiers, 
a dangerous reef, was still more rugged at that time than 
it is now. Several towers of this citadel of the ab3^53 have 
l^een razed by the incessant chopping of the sea. The 
configuration of reefs changes; it is not idly that waves 
are called the swords of the ocean; each tide is the 
stroke of a saw. At that period, to strike on the 
Minquiers was to perish. 

As for the cruisers, they were the squadron of 
Cancale afterwards so celebrated under the command 
of that Captain Duchesne whom Loquinio called 
‘ Father Duchesne. ' 

The situation was critical. During the struggle of 
the unchained carronade, the corv’ette had, unobserved, 
got out of her course, and sailed rather towards Gran- 
ville than Saint IMalo. Even if she had been in a 
condition to have been handled and to carry sail, the 
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Jlinquier? would have barred her return towards 
Jerse 3 % and the cruisers would have prevented her 
reaching France. 

For the rest, tempest there was none. But, as the 
pilot had said, there was a swell. The sea, rolling 
under a rough wind and above a rocky bottom, was 
savage. 

The sea never says at once what it \\'ishes. The gulf 
hides everything, even trickery. One might ataost 
say that the sea has a plan; it advances and recoils; it 
proposes and contradicts itself; it sketches a storm and 
renounces its design; it promises the abyss and does not 
hold to it; it threatens the north and strikes the south. 

All night the corvette Claymore had had the fog 
and the fear of the storm; the sea had belied itself, but 
in a savage fashion; it had sketched in the tempest, 
but developed the reef. It was shipAvreck just the 
same, under another form. 

So that to destruction upon the rocks was added 
extermination by combat — one enemy complementing 
the other. 

La Vieuville cried amidst his brave merriment — 
"Shipwreck here — ^battle there! We have thrown 
double-fives ! ’ 


CHAPTER VIII 


9 = 380 

The cor^^ette was little more than a ^vreck. 

In the wan, dim light, midst the blackness of the 
clouds, in the mysterious sullenness of the waves, there 
'was a sepulchral solemnit}", Excei)t for the hissing 
breath of the hostile wind, all was silent. The catas- 
trophe rose with majesty from the gulf. It resembled 
rather ar apparition than an attack. Nothing stirred 
among tfie rocks; nothing moved on the vessels. It 
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was an indescribable, colossal silence. Had they to 
deal \rith something real ? One might have le'ievcd 
it a dream sweeping across the sea. There arc legends 
of such visions; the corvxtte was in a manner behveen 
the demon reef and the phantom fleet. 

Cx)iint du Boisberthelot gave orders in a half voice 
to La Vieuville, who descended to the gun-deck; then 
the captain seized his telescope and stationed himself 
at the stem by the side of the pilot. 

Gacquoil’s whole effort was to l:eep the coiwette 
to the ^rind; for if struck on the side b\' the wind and 
the sea she would inevitably capsize. 

'Pilot,' said the captain, 'where are we ? * 

'Off the Minquiers.' 

' On which side ? ' 

'The bad one.' 

‘What bottom ?' 

‘ Small rocks, ' 

' Can we turn broadside on ? ' 

' We can alwaj-s die, ' said the pilot. 

The captain levelled his glass towards the jMinquiers; 
then he turned to the east and studied the sail in 
sight. 

"The pilot continued, as if talking to himself, ' It is 
the jMinquiers. It is where the laughing seamew and 
the great black-hooded gull rest, when they make for 
. Holland.' 

In the meantime the captain counted the sail. 

There were, indeed, eight vessels drawn up in line, 
and lifting their warlike profiles above the water. In 
the centre was seen the lofty sweep of a three-decker. 

The captain questioned the pilot. ‘Do 3’^oii know 
those ships ? ' 

‘Indeed, yes !' replied Gacquoil. 

' ^^^at are they ? 

‘It is the squadron.’ 

‘ Of France ? ’ 

‘Of the devil.’ 
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There was a silence. The captain resumed, *The 
whole body of cruisers are there. ^ 

^ Not all. ^ 

In fact, on the 2nd of April, Valazc had announced to 
the Convention that ten frigates and six ships of the 
line were cruising in the Channel. The recollection 
of this came into the captain's mind. 

‘Right,' said he; ‘the squadron consists of sixteen 
vessels. There are only eight here. ' 

‘The rest,' said Gacquoil, ‘are lagging below, the 
whole length of the coast, and on the lookout. ' 

The captain, still with his glass to his eye, murmured, 
‘ A three-decker, two first-class frigates, and five 
second-class.' 

‘But I too,' growled Gacquoil, ‘have marked them 
out.' 

‘Good vessels,' said the captain; ‘I have done some- 
thing myself towards commanding them. ' 

As for me, ' said Gacquoil, ‘ I have seen them close 
by. I do not mistake one for the other. I have their 
description in m3’ head.' 

The captain handed his telescope to the pilot. 

‘ Pilot, can you make out the three-decker clearly ? ' 

‘ Yes, captain; it is the Coie d'Or . ' 

‘Which they have rebaptized,' said the captain. 
‘She was fonnerly the Eiais de Bourgogne. A new 
vessel, A hundred and twent3^-eight guns.' 

He took a pencil and notebook from his pocket and 
made the figures 128 on one of the leaves. 

He continued: ‘Pilot, what is the first sail to lar- 
board ? ' 

‘It is the Experimcnicc. The ' 

' First-class frigate. Fifty-two guns. She was fitted 
.out at Brest two months since.' 

The captain marked the figures 52 on his notebook. 

Pilot,' he asked, 'what is the second sail to lar- 
board 

‘The Drvade,* 
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‘First-class frigate. Forty eighteen-pounders. She 
has been in India. She has a good naval reputation. ' 

And beneath the 52 he put the figures 40; then 
lifting his head, *No\v to starboard.' 

‘ Commander, those are all second-class frigates. 
There are five of them. * 

‘Which is the first, starting from the vessel ?' 

‘The Resohitc.* 

‘Thirt3"-two pieces of eighteen. And the second?' 

‘The Richemont/ 

‘ Same. The next ? ' 

‘The Aiheisie/ 

‘Odd name to take to sea. What next ? ' 

‘The Calypso/ 

‘And then?' 

‘ La Preneiise . ' 

‘Five frigates, each of thirty-two guns.' 

The captam wrote 160 below the first figures. 

‘Pilot,' said he, ‘you recognise them perfectly.' 

‘And you,' replied Gacquoil, ‘you know them well, 
captain. To recognise is something, to know is better, ' 

The captain had his e3^es fixed on his notebook, and 
added between his teeth, 'One hundred and twenty- 
eight; fifty-two; fort}^; a hundred and sixty.' 

At this moment La Vieuville came on deck again. 

‘Chevalier,' the captain cried out to him, ‘we are 
in sight of some three hundred and eighty cannon.' 

‘ So be it, ' said La Vieuville. 

‘You come from the inspection, La Vieu\dlle; how 
man\’ guns exactly have we fit for firing ? ' 

‘Nine.' 

‘So be it,' said Boisberthelot in his turn. 

He took the telescope from the pilot's hands and 
studied the horizon. 

The eight vessels, silent and black, seemed motion- 
less, but they grew larger. 

They were approaching imperceptibly. 

La Vieuville made a military salute. ‘^Commandant,' 
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said he, 'this is my report. I distrusted this corvette 
Claymore. It is always annoying to embark suddenly 
on a vessel that does not know you or that does not 
love 3mu. English ship — traitor to Frenchmen. That 
slut of a carronade proved it. I have made the round, 
^chors good. They are not made of half-finished 
iron, but forged bars soldered under the tilt-hammer. 
The flukes are solid. Cables excellent : easy to pay 
out; regulation length, a hundred and twenty fathoms. 
JIunitions in plenty. Six gunners dead. A hundred 
and seventy-one rounds apiece. 

‘Because there are but nine pieces left,’ murmured 
the captain. 

Boisberthelot levelled his telescope with the horizon. 
The squadron was still slowly approaching. 

The carronades possess one advantage — tlmee men 
are enough to work them; but they have one incon- 
venience — ^they do not carry so far or aim so true as 
guns. It would be necessary to let the squadron get 
within range of the carronades. 

The captain gave his orders in a low voice. There 
was silence throughout the vessel. No signal to clear 
for battle had been given, but it was done. The 
cor\'ette was as much disabled for combat with men as 
against the waves. Everything that was possible 
was done with this ruin of a war-vessel. By the 
gangway near the tiller ropes were heaped all the 
hawsers and spare cables for strengthening the masts 
in case of need. Tlie cockpit was put in order for the 
wounded. According to the naval use of that time, 
the deck was barricaded, which is a guaranty against 
balls, but not against bullets. The bell-gauges were 
brought, although it was a little late, to verify the 
calibres but so many incidents had not been foreseen. 
Each sailor received a cartridge-box, and stuck into 
his belt a pair of pistols and a dirk. The hammocks 
were stowed away, the artillery pointed, the musketrj' 
prepared, the axes and grapplings laid out, the 
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cartridge and bullet stores made ready, and the powder- 
room opened. Every man was at his post. All was 
done without a word being spoken, like arrangements 
carried out in the chamber of a dying person. AH 
was haste and gloom. 

Then the corvette showed her broadside. She had 
six anchors like a frigate. The wEole six were cast — 
the cock-bill anchor forward, the kedger aft, the flood- 
anchor towards the open, the ebb-anchor on the side 
to the rocks, the bower-anchor to starboard, and the 
sheet-anchor to larboard. 

The nine carronades still in condition were put into 
form, the whole nine on one side, that towards the 
enemy. 

The squadron had on its part not less silently com- 
pleted its manoeuvres. The eight vessels now formed a 
semicircle, of which the i\Iinquiers made the chord. 
The Claymore, enclosed in this semi-circle, and into the 
bargain tied doum by her anchors, was backed by the 
reef — ^that is to say, by shipwreck. 

It was like a pack of hounds about a 'wild boar, not 
yet giving tongue, but shelving their teeth. 

It seemed as if on the one side and the other they 
awaited some signal. 

The gunners of the Claymore stood to their pieces. 

Boisberthelot said to La Viemdlle, 'I should like to 
open fire.* 

'A coquette's whim,’ replied La Vieu’ville. 


CHAPTER IX 

SOIIE ONE ESCAPES ‘ 

The passenger had not quitted the deck; he watched all 
the pi-oceedings vdth the same impassible mien. 

Boisberthelot approached. 'Sir,' he said to him, 
*the preparations are complete. We are now lashed 
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fast to our tomb; we shall not let go our hold. We are 
the prisoners of either the squadron or the reef — ^to 
yield to the enemy or founder among tlie rocks; we 
have no other choice. One resource remains to us — to 
die. It is better to fight than be wecked. I would 
rather be shot than drowned; in the matter of death 
I prefer fire to water. But dying is the business of 
the rest of us; it is not yours. You are the man chosen 
by the princes; you are appointed to a great mission — 
the direction of the war in Vendee. Your loss is 
perhaps the monarchy lost, therefore you must live. 
Our honour bids us remain here; yours bids you go. 
General, you must quit the ship. I am going to give 
you a man and a boat. To reach the coast by a detour 
is not impossible. It is not yet day; the waves are 
high, the sea is dark; you will escape. There are cases 
when to fly is to conquer. 

The old man bowed his stately head in sign of 
acquiescence. 

The Count du Boisberthelot raised his voice. * Sol- 
diers and sailors ! ' he cried. 

Every movement ceased; from each point of the 
vessel all faces turned towards the captain. 

He continued: 'This man who is among us repre- 
sents the Eng. He has been confided to us; we must 
save him. He is necessary to the throne of France; in 
default of a prince he vill be — at least this is what we 
try for — ^the leader in the Vendde. He is a great general. 
He was to have landed in France with us. He must 
land without us. To save the head is to save all. ' 

'Yes I yes t yes I ’ cried the voices of the whole crew. 

The captain continued : ' He is about to risk, he also, 
serious danger. It will not be easy to reach the coast. 
Jn order to face the angry sea the boat should be 
large, and should be small in order to escape the cruisers. 
What must be done is to make land at some safe point, 
and better towards Fougeres than in the direction of 
Coutances. It needs an athletic sailor, a good oarsman 
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and swimmer, who belongs to this coast and knows 
the Channel. There is night enough, so that the 
boat can leave the cor\*ette without being perceived. 
And besides, we are going to have smoke, which vill 
serv^e to hide her. Her size mil help her through the 
shallov^, \Miere the panther is snared the v.*easel 
escapes. There is no outlet for us; there is for her. 
The boat will row* rapidly oft; the enemy’s ships will 
not see it; and moreover, during that time we are going 
to amuse them ourselves. Is it decided ? ' 

* Yes I 3 'es ! yes 1 * cried the crew. 

'There is not an instant to lose, ’ pursued the captain. 
‘ Is there any man willing ? ' 

A sailor stepped out of the ranks in the darkness, 
and said 'L' 


CHAPTER X 

DOES HE ESCAPE ? 

A FEW minutes later, one of those little boats called 
a 'gig/ w’hich are especial^ appropriated to the cap- 
tain's service, pushed off from the vessel. There w’ere 
tw'O men in this boat — ^the old man in the stem, and 
the sailor w^ho had volunteered in the bow. The night 
still lingered. The sailor, in obedience to the captain’s 
orders, row’ed vigorous!}^ in the direction of the Min- 
quiers. For that matter, no other issue was possible. 

Some pro\isions had been put into the boat — a bag 
of biscuit, a smoked ox-tongue, and a cask of water. 

At the instant the gig w^as let dowm, La Vieu\ille, a 
scoffer even in the presence of destruction, leaned over 
the cor\’'ette’s stem-post and sneered this farew;ell to 
the boat : ‘She is a good one if one wants to escape, 
and excellent if one wishes to drown. ' 

‘Sir,’ said the pilot, 'let us laugh no longer. ’ 

The start was quickly made, and there was soon a 
considerable distance between the boat and the 
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corvette. The wind and the waves were in the oarsman’s 
favour ; the Kttle bpk fled swiftly, undulating through 
the twilight, and hidden by the height of the waves. 

The sea seemed to wear a look of sombre, indescrib- 
able expectation. 

* Suddenly, amid the vast and tumultuous silence of the 

ocean, rose a voice, which, increased by the speaking 
trumpet as if by^the brazen mask of antique tragedy, 
sounded almost superhuman. 

Itwasthevoiceof CaptainBoisberthelotgivinghiscom- 
mands. ' Royal marines, * cried he, * nail the white flag 
to the mainmast. We are about to see our last sun rise. ’ 
And the corvette fired its first shot, 

' Long live the King ! * shouted the crew. 

Then from the horizon's verge echoed an answering 
shout, immense, distant, confused, yet distinct' never- 
theless : ' Long live the Republic ! ’ 

And a din like the peal of three hundred thunder- 
f bolts burst over the depths of the sea. 

The battle began. 

The sea was covered wth smoke and fire. Streams 
of foam, made by the falling bullets, whitened the 
waves on every side. 

The Cluyworehegan to spit flame on the eight vessels. 

At the same time the whole squadron, ranged in a 
half moon about the corvette, opened fire from all its 
batteries. The horizon was in a blaze. A volcano 
seemed to have burst suddenly out of the sea. The 
wind t^risted to and fro the vast crimson banner of 
battle, amid which the ships appeared and disappeared 
like phantoms. , 

In front the black skeleton of the corvette stood out 
I against the red background. 

The white banner, with its J!ctcr$~dc 4 is, could be seen 
{ floating from the main. 

The two men seated in the little boat kept silence. 
The triangular shallows of the Minquiers, a sort of 
submarine Trinacrium, is larger than the entire island 
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. of Jersey; the sea covers it ; it has for culminating point 
a platform, which even the highest tides do not reach, 
from whence six mighty rocks detach themselves 
toward the north-east, ranged in a straight line, and 
producing the effect of a great wall, which has crumbled 
here and there. The strait between the plateau and 
the six reefs is onty practicable to boats drawing very 
little water. Beyond this strait is the open sea. 

The sailor who had undertaken the command of 
the boat made for this strait. By that means he put 
the Minquiers beUveen the battle and the little bark. 
He manoeuvred the narrow channel skilfulty, avoidin'^ 
the reefs to larboard and starboard. The rocks now 
masked the conflict. The lurid light of the horizon 
and the audul^ uproar of the cannonading began to 
lessen as the distance increased ; but the continuance 
of the reports proved that the cor\'ette held firm, and 
meant to exhaust to the very last her hundred and 
- seventy-one broadsides. Presently the boat reached 
safe water, beyond the reef, be3mnd the battle, out of 
reach of the bullets. 

Little by little the face of the sea became less dark; 
the raj's, against which the darkness struggled, widened; 
the foam burst into jets of light, and the tops of the 
waves gave back white reflections. 

Day appeared. 

The boat was out of danger so far as the enemy was 
concerned, but the most difficult part of the task re- 
mained. She was saved from the grape-shot, but not 
from shipwreck. She was a mere eggshell, in a high 
sea, wthout deck, vdthout sail, without mast, without 
compass, hatdng no resource but her oars, in the 
presence of the ocean and the hurricane, an atom at 
the mercy of giants. 

Then, amid this immensity, this solitude, lifting his 
face, whitened by the morning, the man in the bow 
of the boat looked fixedly at the one in the stern, and 
said, 'I am the brother of him you ordered to be shot. ' 
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HALMALO 


CHAPTER I 

SPEECH IS THE 'WORD' 

The old man slowly raised his head. 

He who had spoken was a man of about thirty. His 
forehead was brown with sea-tan ; his eyes were peculiar; 
they had the keen glance of a sailor in the open pupils 
of a peasant. He held the oars vigorously in his tWo 
hands. His air was mild. 

In his belt were a dirk, two pistols, and a rosary. 

*Who are you ? ' asked the old man. 

'I have just told 3 "ou/ 

‘ What do you want ^vith me ? ' 

The sailor shipped the oars, folded lus anns, and 
replied, ‘To kill you/ 

‘As you please,' said the old man. 

The other raised his voice. ' Get ready 1 ' 

‘ For what ? ' 

‘To die,' 

‘Why ? ' asked the old man. 

There was a silence. The sailor seemed for an 
instant confused by the question. He repeated, ‘I 
say that I mean to kill you.' 

‘And I ask yon what for?' 

The sailor's eyes flashed lightning. ‘Because you 
killed my brother. ' 
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The old man replied with perfect calmness, ' I began 
by saving his life. ' 

‘That is true. You saved him first, then you hilled 
him. * 

‘ It was not I who killed him. ' 

‘WTlio, then?’ 

‘ His own fault. * 

The sailor stared open-mouthed at the old man; then 
his ej^ebrows met again in their murderous frown. 

‘ What is your name ? ’ asked the old man. 

‘Halmalo; but you do not need to know my name 
in order to be killed by me. ’ 

At this moment the sun rose. A ray struck full 
upon the sailor’s face, and ^dvidly lighted up that 
savage countenance. The old man studied it atten- 
tively. 

The cannonading, though it still continued,^ was 
broken and irregular. A vast cloud of smoke weighed 
clown the horizon. The boat, no longer directed by 
the oarsman, drifted to leeward. 

The sailor seized in his right hand one of the pistols 
at his belt, and the rosary in his left. 

The old man raised himself to his full height. 'You 
believe in God ? ’ said he. 

‘ Our Father which art in heaven, ’ replied the sailor. 
And he made the sign of the cross. 

‘ Have you a mother ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

He made a second sign of the cross. ^ Then he 
resumed : ‘ It is all said. I give you a minute, my 
lord.’ And he cocked the pistol. 

‘ Why do you call me "my lord ” ? ’ 

‘ Because you are a lord. That is plain enough to 
beseem’ 

* Have you a lord, you ? * 

‘Yes, and a grand one. Does one live without a 
lord?' 

‘Where is he ?’ 
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*1 .don’t know. He has left this countr3^ He is 
called the Marquis de Lantenac, Viscount de Fontena3% 
Prince in Brittany; he is the lord of the Sepl-Foreis 
(Seven Forests). I never.saw him, but that does not 
prevent his being my master. * 

' And if you were to see him, would you obey him ? * 

^ ‘Indeed, yes. Why, I should be a heathen if I did 
not obey him. I owe obedience to God, then to the 
King, who is like God, and then to the lord, who is like 
the King. But we have nothing to do with all that; 
you killed my brother— I must kill you. ’ 

The old man replied, 'Agreed; I killed your brother. 

. I did well. ' 

The sailor clenched the pistol more tightly. ' Come, ’ 
said he. 

' So be it, ’ said the old man. 

Still perfectly composed, he addM, ‘Where is the 
priest ? 

• The sailor stared at him. 'The priest?’ 
jl 'Yes; the priest. I gave your brother a priest; 

. you owe me one.’ 

'I have none,’ said the sailor. 

And he continued : ‘ Are priests to be found out at 
' sea ? * 

The convulsive thunderings of battle sounded more 
and. more distant. 

I "those who are dying yonder have theirs,’ said the 
old man. 

'That is true,’ murmured the sailor; 'they have 
the chaplain.’ 

The old man continued : 'You will lose me my soul; 
that is a serious matter. * 

The sailor bent his head in thought. 

‘And in losing me my soul,’ pursued the old man, 
^yoM lose your o^vn. Listen, I have pity on you. 
Do what you choose. As for me, I did my duty a 
little while -ago, first in saving your brother’s life, and 
afterwards in talcing it from him; and I am doing my 
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duty now in trying to save 3^our soul. Reflect, It 
is 3^our affair. Do 5W1 hear the cannon-sliots at this 
instant ? There are men perishing 3’onder, there are 
desperate creatures dying, there are husbands who \vill 
never again see their vives, fathers who vUl never again 
see their children, brothers wlio, like you, will never 
again see their brothers. And by whose fault ? Your 
brother's — ^3^ours. You believe in God, do you not ? 
Well, you know that God suffers in this moment : 
He suffers in the person of His Most Christian Son the 
King of France, who is a child as Jesus was, and who 
is a prisoner in the fortress of the Temple. God suffers 
in His Church of Brittan3' ; He suffers in His insulted 
cathedrals. His desecrated Gospels; in His ^^oIated 
houses of pra5"er; in His murdered priests. ^^Tlat did 
we intend to do, we, with that vessel which is perishing 
at this instant ? ' We were going to succour God's 
children. If 3^our brother had been a good servant, 
if he had faithfully done his duty like a vase and p'ru- 
dent man, the accident of the caixonade would not 
have occurred, the cor\"ette would not have been 
disabled, she would not have got out of her course, 
she would not have fallen in with this fleet of perdition, 
and at this hour we should be landing in France, all, 
like valiant soldiers and seamen as we were, sabre in 
hand, the white flag unfurled — ^numerous, glad, jo3dul; 
and we should have gone to help the brave Vendean 
peasants to save France, to save the King — we should 
have been doing God's work. This was what we meant 
to do; this was what we should have done. It is what 
I — ^the only one who remains — set out to do. But 
you oppose yourself thereto. In this contest of the 
impious against the priests, in this strife of the regi- 
cides against the King, in this struggle of Satan against 
God, you are on the devil's side. Y'our brother was 
the demon's first auxiliary; you are the second. He 
commenced; you finish. You are with the regicides 
against the throne; you are with the impious against 






NINETY-THREE 65 

the Church. You take away from God His last re- 
source. Because I shall not be there — I, who repre- 
sent the King— the hamlets will continue to burn, 
families to weep, priests to bleed, Brittan}^ to suffer, 
the King to remain in prison, and Jesus Christ to be in 
distress. And who vnll have caused this? You, 
Go on; it is your affair. I depended on you for help 
to bring about just the contrary of all this. I deceived 
myself. Ah, yes— it is true; you are right — I killed 
your brother. Your brother was courageous; I recom- 
pensed that. He was culpable; I punished that. 
He had failed in his duty; I did not fail in mine. What 
I did I would do again. And I swear by the great 
Saint Anne of Auray, who_ sees us, that in a similar 
case I would shoot my son just as I shot your brother. 
Now you are master. Yes, I pity you. You have lied 
to your captain. You, Christian, are ^vithout faith; 
you, Breton, are without honour; I was confided to 
your loyalty and accepted by your -treason; you ofier 
my death to those to whom you had promised my life. 
Do you know who it is you are destroying here ? 
It is yourself. You take my life from the King, and 
you give your eternity to the devil. Go on; commit 
your crime; it is well. You sell cheaply your share in 
Paradise. Thanks to you, the devil will conquer; 
thanks to you, the churches will fall; thanks to you, 
the heathen \rill continue to melt the bells and make 
cannon of them; they will shoot men with that which 
used to warn souls 1 At this moment in which I speak 
to you, perhaps the bell that rang for your baptism 
is killing your mother. Go on; aid the devil. Do not 
hesitate. Yes; I condemned your brother, but know 
this — ^I am an instrument of God. Ah, you pretend 
to judge the means God uses I Will you take it on 
yourself to judge Heaven’s thunderbolt? Wretched 
man, you will be judged by it I Take care what you 
do. Do you even know whether I am in a state of 
grace? No. Go on, all the same. Do what you 

N.-T. C 
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like. You are free to cast me into hell, and 'to cast 
yourself there with -me. Our t\vo damnations are in, 
your hand. It is you who will be responsible before 
God. We are alone, face to face in the abyss. Go 
on — finish — ^make an end. I am old, and you are 
young; I am \vithout arms, and you are armed. Kill me. ’ 

While the old man stood erect, uttering these words 
in a voice louder than the noise of the sea, the undula- 
tions of the waves showed him now in the shadow, now 
in the light. The sailor had gro^vn lividly white. 
Great drops of sweat fell from his forehead; he trembled 
like a leaf; he kissed his rosary again and again. When 
the old man finished speamng, he threw down his 
pistol and fell on his knees. 

‘Mercy, my lord 1 Pardon me! ''he cried. ‘You 
speak like the good God. I have done wrong. My 
brother did wrong. I will try to repair his crime. 
Dispose of me. Command. I wU obey.’ 

‘I give you pardon,’ said the old man. 


CHAPTER II 

THE peasant’s MEMORY IS AS GOOD AS THE CAPTAIN’S 

SCIENCE 

The provisions which had been put into the boat 
proved most acceptable. The two fugitives, obliged 
to make long detours, took thirty-six hours to reach 
the coast. They passed a night at sea; but the night 
was fine, though there was too much moon to be 
favourable to those seeking concealment. 

They were obliged first to row away from France, and 
gain the open sea toward Jersey. They heard the 
last broadside of the sinking corvette as one hears the 
final roar of the lion whom the hunters are killing in 
the wood. Then a silence fell upon the sea. 



NINETY-THREE 


67 

The Clayuiorc died like the Avenger, but glory has 
ignored her. The man who fights against his own 
country is never a hero. 

Halmalo was a mar\’ellous seaman. He performed 
miracles of dexterity and intelligence; his improvisa- 
tion of a route aniid the reefs, the waves, and the 
enemy's watch was a masterpiece. The wind had 
'slackened and the sea grown calmer. Halmalo 
avoided the Caux des Minquicrs, coasted the Chaussee- 
aux-BcEufs, and in order that they might have a few 
liours’ rest took shelter in the little creek on the north 
side, practicable at low water; then, rowing southward 
again, found means to pass between Granville and the 
Ciiausay Islands without being discovered by the 
lookout either of Granville or Chausay, He entered 
the bay of Saint ^lichael — a bold undertaking on 
account of the neighbourhood of Cancale, an anchorage 
for the cruising squadron. 

About an hour before sunset on the evening of the 
second day he left Saint Micliaers Mount behind him, 
[and proceeded to land on a deserted beach, because 
the slutting sands made it dangerous. Fortunately 
the tide was high. 

Halmalo drove the boat as far up as he could, tried 
the sand, found it firm, ran the barque aground, and 
sprang on shore. The old man strode over the side 
after him and examined the horizon, 

‘^lonseigneur,* said Halmalo, 'we are here at the 
mouth of the Couesnon. There is Beauvoir to star- 
board, and Huisnes to larboard. The belfry in front 
of us is Ardeoon.' 

The old man bent down to the boat and took 3 
biscuit, which he put in his pocket, and said to Hal- 
malo, 'Take the rest/ 

Halmalo put the remains of the meat and biscuit 
into the bag and slung it over his shoulders. This done, 
he said, ']\Ionseigneur, must I conduct or follow you?* 

‘Neither the one nor the other.' 
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Halmalo regarded the speaker in stupefied wonder, 

The old man continued, ' Halmalo, we must separate. 
It will not answer to be tv. o. There must be a thou- 
sand or one alone.' 

He paused, and drew from one of his pockets a green 
silk bow, rather like a cockade, with a gold fleur-de-lis 
embroidered in the centre. He resumed : 'Do you 
know how to read ? ' 

'No.' 

'That is fortunate. A man who can read is trouble- 
some. Have you a good memory ? ' 

'Yes.' 

'That will do. Listen, Halmalo. You must take 
to the right and I to the left. I shall go in the direc- 
tion of Fougeres, 5^ou toward Bazouges. Keep your 
bag; it gives you the look of a peasant. Conceal your 
weapons. Cut yourself a stick in the thickets. Creep 
among the fields of rye, which are high. Slide behind 
the hedges. Climb the fences in order to go across 
the meadows. Leave passers-by at a distance. Avoid 
the roads and the bridges. Do not enter Pontorson. 
Ah ! you will have to cross the Couesnon. How vnll 
5^ou manage ? ' 

'I shall swim.' 

'That's right. And there is a ford; do you know 
where it is ? ' 

' Between Ancy and Vieux-Viel. ' 

' That is right. You do really belong to the country. ' 

'But night is coming on. Where vill raonseigneur 
sleep ? ' 

'I can take care of m3^self. And you — ^where \riil 
you sleep ? * 

'There are hollow trees. I was a peasant before I 
was a sailor.' 

'Throw away your sailor's hat; it will betray you. 
You \rill easily find a woollen cap. * 

'Oh, a peasant's thatch is to be found any^vhere. 
'The first fisherman will sell me his. ' 
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*Very good. Now listen. You know the woods ? * 
‘All of them/ 

‘ Of the whole district ? ' 

‘From Noirmontier to Laval/ 

‘Do you know their names too ?' 

'I know the woods; I know their names; I know 
about eveiy^thing. ' 

‘ You \\dll forget nothing ? ' 

‘Nothing/ 

‘ Good. At present, attention. How many leagues 
can you make in a day ? ' 

‘Ten, fifteen — twenty, if necessa^5^' 

‘ It will be. Do not lose a word of v/hat I am about to 
sa3^ On the edge of the ravine between Saint-Reuil 
and Plddiac there is a large chestnut-tree. You \sdll 
stop there. Y’ou will see no one. ' 

‘XYhich will not Ifinder sornebody*s being there. I 
know’/ 

‘ You will give the call. Do you know" how to give 
the call ? ' 

Halmalo puffed out his cheeks, turned tow^ards the 
sea, and there sounded the ‘ to-w"hit, to-hoo ' of an owi. 

One w’ould have said it came from the night-lccked 
recesses of a forest. It w»as sinister and owi-lil:o, 

* Good, ' said the old man. ‘ You have it, ‘ 

He held out the bow of green silk to Halmalo. 

'This is m}^ badge of commandant. It is important 
that no one should as yet know my name. But this 
knot will be sufficient. The fleur-de-lis w"as embroid- 
ered by i\Iadame Ro3"al in the Temple prison. ' 

Halmalo bent one knee to the ground. He trembled 
as he took the fiow^er-embroidered knot, and brought it 
near to his lips, then paused, as if frightened at this 
kiss. 

‘ Can I ? ^ he demanded, 

‘Yes; since 3"0u kiss the crucifix*’ 

Halmalo kissed the fleni-de-lis, 

'Rise/ said the old man. 
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Halmalo rose, and hid the knot in his breast. 

The old man continued ; ‘Listen well to this. This 
is the order: Up! Revolt! No qiiarkr ! On the 
edge of this wood of Saint-Aubin you uill give the call. 
You. ^dlI repeat it thrice. The third time you will 
see a man spring out of the ground. ’ 

‘Out of a hole under the trees. I Icnow. ’ 

‘This man \rill be Planchenault, who is also called 
the icing’s Heart. You will show loim this knot. He 
will understand. Then, by routes which you must 
find out, you will go to the wood of Astihe; there you 
\riU find a cripple, who is surnamed Mousqueton, and 
who shows pity to none. You rrill tell him that I 
love him, and that he is to set the parishes in motion. 
From there you will go to the wood of Couesbon, which 
is a league from Ploermel. You will give the owl-cry; 
a man u-ill come out of a hole; it rrill be Thuaulti 
seneschal of Ploermel, who has belonged to what is 
called the Constituent Assembly, but on the good side. 
You will tell him to arm the castle of Couesbon, which 
belongs to the Marquis de Guer, a refugee. Ravines, 
little woods, ground uneven — a good place. M. 
Tliuault is a clever, straightforward man Thence 
you uill go to Saint-Ouen-les-Toits, ami you will 
talk ^\•ith Jean Chouan, who is, in my mind, the real 
chief. From thence you will go to the w-ood of Ville- 
Anglose, where you wiU see Guitter, whom they call 
Saint-Martin ; you will bid him have his eye on a certain 
Courmesnil, who is the son-in-law of old Goupil de 
Prefeln, and who leads the Jacobinery of Argentan. 
Recollect all this. I wuite nothing, because nothing 
should be wTitten. La Rouarie made out a list; it 
ruined all. Then you will go to the wood of Rougefeu, 
where is Jlielette, who leaps the ravine on a long 
pole. ’ 

‘It is called a leaping-pole.’ 

‘ Do you know' how to use it ? ’ 

'Am I not a Breton and a peasant ’ The ferk is 
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our friend. She widens our arms and lengthens 
our legs. ' 

'That is to say, she makes the enemy smaller and 
shortens the route. A good machine.’ 

' Once on a time, with my ferie, I held my own against 
three salt-tax man who had sabres. ’ 

'^Vhen W’as that ?’ 

'Ten years ago.’ 

' Under the King ? ’ 

'Yes, of course-* 

' Then you fought in the time of the King ? * 

' Yes, to be sure. * 

‘ Against -whom ? ’ 

' lily faith, I do not know ! I was a salt-smuggler. ’ 
'Ver}" good.* 

'They called that fighting against the excise officers. 
Were they the same thing as-the King ? * 

‘Yes — no; but it is not necessary that you should 
understand.* 

'I beg monseigneur’s pardon for having asked a 
question of monseigneur.* 

' Let us continue. Do you know La Tourgue ? * 

'Do I know La Tourgue? V/Ity, I belong there.’ 
'How?* 

' Certainly, since I come from Parigue. * 

‘In fact, La Tourgue is near Parigue.' 

' Know La Tourgue ! The big round castle that 
belongs to my lord’s family. There is a great iron door 
that separated the new part from the old that a cannon 
could not blow open. The famous book about Saint 
Bartholomew, w’hich people go to look at from curiosit}*; 
is in the new building. There are frogs in the moat. 
\Vhen I was little I used to go and tease them. And 
the underground passage ! — I kno\v that; perhaps 
there is nobody else left who does.’ 

''What underground passage ? I do not know \Vhat 
3’ou mean.’ 

'It w^as made for old times, in the da3's when La 



Tour^ie was besi 
b}’ going through 
into the wood/ 

'There is a subte 
in the castle of Jupe. 
and the tower of Ch 
the sort at La Tourg^ 

'Oh 3’'es, indeed, mo. 
passages that monseig-n^ 
of La Tourgue, because i 
Into the bargain, there is 
know it. ^ It was not taiht 
because it had been used i 
Rohan’s wars. I\Iy father k. 
it to me. I loiow how to ge. 
the forest I can go into the i 
tower I can go into the for. 
seeing me. When the enemy e 
any one there. That is what the 
is. Oh, I know it. ' 

The old man remained silent fo 
' It is evident that you deceive yoi 
such a secret, I should know it. ’ 

'Monseigneur, I am certain. The^ 
turns.’ 

'Ah, good! You peasants believe 
turn, and stones that sing, and stones 
night to dnnk from the neighbouring^ ' 
of nonsense/ ^ 

^ But since I have made the stone tum- 
*Ju 5 t as others have heard it sing. 

Tourgue is a fortress, sure and strong, casv 
but an3^bod3^ who counted on a subtcrranea 
for getting out of it would be sillv indeed.’ 

‘But, monseigneur ' 

The old man shrugged his shoulders. 'Vrt 
time, let us talk of what concerns us ’ 

The peremptory tone cue short Halmalo’s persistenc 
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The unlcno\vn resumed: 'To continue. Listen. 
From Rougefeu you Avill go to the ^vood of Montche- 
\Tier; Benedicit 6 is there, the chief of the Twelve. There 
is another good fellow, die saj^s a blessing while he 
has people shot. War and sensibility do not go to- 
gether, From hlontchevrier 3^ou will go ' 

‘He broke off, ' I forgot the money. ' 

He took from his pocket a purse and a pocket-book 
and put them in Halmalo's hand. 

* There are thirty thousand francs in assignats in the 
pocket-book — something like three livres ten sous; it 
is true the assignats are false, but the real ones are just 
as worthlCvSS. In the purse — attention — ^there are a 
hundred gold louis. I give you all I have. I have no 
need of anything here. Besides, it is better that no 
money should be found on me. I resume. From 
Wiontchevrier you will go to Antrain, where you wll 
see Monsieur de Frottd; from Antrain to La Jupelliere, 
where you will see De Rochecotte; from La Jupelliere 
to Noirieux, where you will find the Abb 6 Baudoin. 
Can you recollect all this ? ' 

‘Like my paternoster.' 

'You will see I^Ionsieur Dubois-Guy at Saint-Brice- 
en-Cogles, Monsieur de Turpin at Moranncs, ‘which is a 
fortified town, and the Prince de Tahnont at Chateau- 
Gonthier. ' 

'Will I be spoken to bv a prince ? ’ 

, ‘ Since I' speak to you. ^ 

Hahnalo took off his hat. 

' Madame's fleur-de-lis will ensure you a good recep- 
tion ever}rwhere. Do not forget that 3^ou are going 
into the country of mountaineers and rustics. Dis- 
guise yourself; it will be easy to do. These Republi- 
cans are so stupid that 3'ou may pass anywhere \vith a 
blue coat, a three-cornered hat, and a tri-coloured 
cockade. There are no longer regiments, there are no 
longer unifoims; the companies are not numbered; 
each man puts on any rag he pleases. You will go to 
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Saint-Mherv^; there you will see Gaidier, called Great 
Peter. You will go to the cantonment of Pam6;. 
where the men blacken their faces. They put gravel 
into their guns, and a double charge of powder, in 
order to make more noise. It is well done; but tell 
them, above all, to kill — ^kill — ^kill ! You will go to 
the field of the Vache Noire, which is on the height; 
to the middle of the wood of La Chamie, then to the 
camp Avoine, then to the camp Vert, then to the camp 
of the Fourmis. You will go to the Grand Bordage, 
which is also called the Haut de Pr6, and is inhabited by 
a widow whose daughter married Treton, nicknamed the 
Englishman. Grand Bordage is in the parish of 
Ouelain. You will visit Epineux-le-Chevreuil, Silld-le- 
Guillaume, Parannes, and 2 dl the men in all the woods. 
You will make friends, and you will send them to the 
borders of the high and the low Maine; you will see 
Jean Treton in the parish of Vaisges, Sans Regret at 
Bignon, Chambord at Bonchamps, the brothers Corbin 
at Maisoncelles, and the Petit-sans-Peur at Saint 
John-sur-Erve. He is the one who is called Bour- 
doiseau. All that done, and the watchword — 
RevoU ! No quarter ! — ^given everywhere, you will 
join the ^and army, the Catholic and Royal army, 
wherever it may be. Y ou will see D’Elb^e, De Lescure, 
De La Rochejacquelein, all the chiefs who may chance 
to be still living. You will show them my commander's 
ribbon. They all know what it means. You are only 
a sailor, but Cathelineau is only a carter. This is 
what you must say to them from me : “It is time to 
join the two wars, the great and the little. The great 
makes the most noise; the little does the most execu- 
tion. The Vendee is good — Chotiannerie is better; 
for in civil war the fiercest is the best. The success 
of a war is judged by the amount of harm it does ! ’ 
He paused. ‘Hahnalo, I say all this to you. You 
do not understand the words, but you comprehend the 
things themselves. I gained confidence in you from 
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seeing you manage the boat. You do not understand 
geometr^^ yet 5^ou perform sea manoeuvres that are 
marvellous. He who can manage a boat can pilot an 
insurrection ; from the way in which you have conducted 
this sea intrigue, I am certain you ^vill fulfil all my 
commands well. I resume. You will tell the whole 
to the chiefs, in your own way, of course, but it \vill 
be well told. I prefer the war of the forest to the war 
of the plain; I have no vnsh to set a hundred thousand 
peasants in line and exposed to Carnot *s artillery and 
the grape-shot of the Blues. In less than a month I 
mean to have five hundred thousand sharpshooters 
ambushed in the ^yoods. The Republican army is my 
game. Poaching is our way of waging war. Mine is 
the strateg}^ of the thickets. Good; there is still 
another expression you will not catch; no matter, you 
^\^ll seize this : No quarter, and. ambushes everywhere. 
I depend more on bush fighting than on regular battles. 
You vail add that the English are with us. We catch 
the Republic between two fires. Europe assists us. 
Let us make an end of the revolution. Kings will 
wage a war of kingdoms against it; let us wage a w^ar of 
parishes. You will say this. Have you understood ? ' 
‘Yes; put all to fire and sw’ord. * 

‘That is it.* 

‘No quarter.’ 

‘Not to a soul. Tliat is it/ 

' I will go everywhere, ’ 

And be c’areful. For in this country it is easy 
to become a dead man. ' 

Death does not concern me. He who takes his 
first step uses perhaps his last shoes. * 

'You are a brave fellow/ 

' 'And if I am asked monseigneur's name ?' 

It must not be known yet. You will say you do 
not know^ it, and that will be the truth.’ 

Where shall I see monseigneur again ? * 

' Y^iere I shall be. ’ 
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'How shall I know ? ' 

'Because all the world will know. I shall be talked’ 
of before eight da 3 rs go by; I shall make examples; I 
shall avenge religion and the King, and you will know 
well that it is I of whom they speak. ’ 

‘I understand.' 

‘Forget nothing.' 

‘Be tranquil.’ 

‘Now go. May God guide you 1 Go.’ 

' I ■will do all that you have bidden me. I will go. 
I will speak. I will obey. I "svill command. ' 

‘Good.’ 

‘And if I succeed ’ 

' I will make you a knight of Saint Louis. ’ 

‘Uke my brother. Aid if I fail, you will have me 
shot ? ’ 

‘Like your brother.* 

‘Done, monseigneur.’ 

The old man bent his head, and seemed to fall into a 
sombre reverie. When he raised his eyes he was alone. 
Hahnado was only a black spot disappearing on the 
horizon. 

The sun had just set. 

The seamews and the hooded gulls flew homeward 
from the darkening ocean. 

That sort of inquietude which precedes the night 
made itself felt in space. The green frogs croaked; 
the kingfishers flew whistling out of the pools; the gulls 
and the rooks kept up their evening tumult; the cry 
of the shore-birds could be heard,' but not a human 
sound. The solitude was complete. Not a sail in 
the bay, not a peasant in the flelds. As far as the eye 
could reach stretched a deserted plain. The great 
sand-tlustles^ shivered. The white s^ of twflight 
cfcst a vast vivid pallor over the shore. In the distance 
the pools scattered over the plain looked like great 
sheets of pewter spread flat upon the ground. The 
wind hurried in from the sea with a moan. 
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TELLEMARCH 

CHAPTER I 

THE TOP OF THE DUNE 

The old man waited till HaUnalo disappeared; then he 
drew his lisherman's cloak closely about him and set 
out on his course. He walked with slow steps, thinking 
deeply. He took the direction of Pluisnes, while 
Halmalo went towards Beauvoir. 

Behind him an enormous black triangle with a 
cathedral for tiara and a fortress for breastplate, 
with its two great towers to the east, one round, the 
other square, helping to support the weight of the 
church and village, rose Mount Saint Michael, which 
is to the ocean what the Pyramid of Cheops is to the 
desert. 

The quicksands of Llount Saint Michael's Bay 
insensibly displace their dunes. Between Huisnes and 
Ardevon there was at that time a very high one, 
which is now completely effaced. This dune, levelled 
by an equinoctial storm, had the peculiarity of being 
very ancient; on its summit stood a commemorative 
column, erected in the tsvelfth centur^^ in memory of 
the council held at Awanches against the assassins of 
Saint Thomas of Canterbury. From the top of this 
dune the whole district could be seen, and one could 
fix the points of the compass. 
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The old man ascended it. When he reached the top 
he sat down on one of the projections of the stones with 
his back against the pillar, and began to study the kind 
of geographical chart spread beneath his feet. He 
seemed to be seeking a route in a district which had 
once been familiar. In the whole of this vast land- 
scape made indistinct by the twili^t, there was 
nothing clearly defined but the horizon stretching 
black against the sky. 

He could perceive the roofs of eleven towns and 
villages; could distinguish for several leagues' distance 
all the bell-towers of the coast, which were built very 
high to serve in case of need as landmarks to boats at sea. 

At the end of a few minutes the old man appeared 
to have found what he sought in this dim clearness; 
his eyes rested on an enclosure of trees, walls, and roofs, 
partially visible midway between the plain and the 
wood : it was a farm. He nodded his head in the satis- 
fied way a man does who says to himself, ‘There it is, ’ 
and began to trace with his finger a route across the 
fields and hedges. -From time to time he examined 
a shapeless indistinct object stirring on the principal 
roof of the farm, and seemed to ask himself, ‘What can 
it be ? ’ It was colourless - and confused, owing to 
the gloom; it floated, therefore it was not a weather- 
cock; and there was no reason why it should be a flag. 

He was weary : he remained in ms resting-place, and 
yielded passively to the vague forgetfulness which the 
first moments of repose bring over a tired man. 

There is an hour of the day which may be called 
noiseless; it is the serene hour of early evening. It was 
about him now. He enjoyed it; he looked, he listened 
— ^to what ? The tranquillity. Even savage natures 
have thdr moments of melancholy. Suddenly this 
tranquillity was, not troubled, but accentuated by the 
voices of persons passing below — the voices of women 
and children. It was like a chime of joy-bells rmexpec- 
tedly ringing amid the shadows. The underbush hid 
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the group from whence the voices came, but it was 
moving slowly along the foot of the dune toward the 
plain and .the forest. The clear, fresh tones reached 
distinctly the pensive old man; they were so near that 
he could catch ever}^ word. 

A woman's voice said, *We must Imviy ourselves, 
Flecharde. Is this the way ? ' 

*No; j^onder.* 

The dialogue went on between the two voices — one 
high-pitched, the other low and timid. 

‘ \Wiat is the name of the farm we are stopping at ? * 

. ‘UHerbe-en-Pail/ 

'Will it take us much longer to get there ? ’ 

‘A good quarter of an hour.’ 

'We must hurr^’ on to get our soup.’ 

‘Yes; we are late. ’ 

' We shall have to run. But those mites of yours are 
tired. We are only two women; we can’t carry three 
brats. And you — you are already carrying one, my 
Flecharde. A regular lump of lead. You have weaned 
the little gormandiser, but you carry her all the same. 
A bad habit. Do me the favour to make her \valk. Oh, 
very well — so much the worse. The soup vnll be cold. * 

'Oh, what good shoes these are that you gave me 1 
I should think the}^ had been made for me. ’ 

' It is better than going barefooted, eh ? ’ 

‘ Hurry up, Rene- Jean I * 

‘ He is the very one that hindered us. He must needs 
chatter with all the little peasant girls he met. Oh, he 
shows the man already ! ’ 

‘Yes, indeed; why, he is going on five years old.* 

'I say, Rene-Jean, what made you talk to that little 
girl in the village ? ’ 

A child’s voice — that of a boy — replied, 'Because she 
was an acquaintance of mine. * 

‘ What, you know her ? ’ asked the woman. 

'Yes; ever since this morning; she played some games 
with me. * 
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‘Oh, what a man you are 1 ' cried the woman. ‘We 
have only been three days in the neighbourhood; that 
creature there is no bigger than your fist, and he has 
found a sweetheart already I ' 

The voices grew fainter and fainter; then every 
sound, died away. 


CHAPTER II 

AURES HABET, ET NON AODIET 

The old man sat motionless. He was not thinking, 
scarcely dreaming. About him was serenity, rest, 
safety, solitude. It was still broad daylight on the 
dune, but almost dark in the plain, and quite night in 
the forest. The moon was floating up the east; a few 
stars dotted the pale blue of the zenith. This man, 
though full of preoccupation and stem cares, lost 
himself in the ineffable sweetness of the infinite. He 
felt within him the obscure dawn of hope, if the word 
hope may be applied to the workings of civil warfare. 
For the instant it seemed to him that, in escaping from 
that inexorable sea and touching land once more, all 
danger had vanished. No one knew his name; he was 
alone, escaped from the enemy, having left no trace 
behind him, for the sea leaves no track; hidden, 
ignored; not even suspected. He felt an indescribable 
calm; a little more and he would have fallen asleep. 

What made the strange charm of this tranquil home 
to that man, a prey within and without to such tumults, 
was the profound silence alike in earth and sky. 

He heard nothing but the wind from the sea; but the 
wind is a continual bass, which almost ceases to be a 
noise, so accustomed does the ear become to its tone. 

Suddenly he started to his feet. 

His attention had been quickly wakened; he looked 
about the horizon. Then his glance fixed eagerly unon 
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a particular point. WTiat he looked at was the belfry 
of Cormeray, which rose before him at the extremity 
of the plain. Something very extraordinary was 
indeed going on vdthin it. 

The belfry was clearly defined against the sky; he 
could see the tower surmounted by the spire, and 
between the two the cage for the bell, square, without 

S enthouse, open to the four sides, after the fashion of 
(reton belfries. 

Now this cage appeared alternately to open and shut 
at regular inter\»als; its lofty opening showed entirel}^ 
white, then black; the sky could be seen for an instant 
tlirough it, then it disappeared; a gleam of light would 
come, then an eclipse, and the opening and shutting 
succeeded each other from moment to moment with 
the regularity of a hammer striking its anvil. This 
belfry of Conneray w^as in front of the old man, about 
two leagues from the place where he stood. He looked 
to his right at the belf^ of Baguer-Pican, which rose 
equally straight and distinct against the horizon; its 
cage was opening and shutting, like that of Cormera}’' 
He looked to his left, at the belfry of Tanis : the cage 
of the belfiy of Tanis opened and shut, like that of 
Baguer-Pican. He examined all the belfries upon the 
horizon, one after another : to his left those of Courtils, 
of Pr6cey, of Crollon, and the Croix-Avranchin; to his 
right the belfries of Raz-sur-Couesnon, of Mordrey, 
and of the Pas; in front of him the belfry of Pontorson. 
The cages of all these belfries were alternately white 
and black. 

What did this mean ? 

It meant that all the bells w^ere swinging. In order 
to appear and disappear in this way they must be 
violently rung, 

WTiat was it for? The tocsin, without doubt. 

The tocsin w^as sounding, sounding madly — on every 
side, from all the belfries, in all the parishes, in all the 
villages; and yet he could hear nothing. 
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THis was owing to the distance and the wind from the 
sea, which, sweeping in the opposite direction, carried 
every sound of the shore out beyond the horizon. 

All these mad bells calling on every side, and at the 
same time" this silence ; nothing could be more sinister. 

The bid man looked and listened. He did not hear 
the tocsin; he saw it. It was a strange sensation, that 
of seeing the tocsin. 

Against whom was this rage of the bells directed ? 
Against whom did this tocsin sound ? 


CHAPTER III 

USEFULNESS OF BIG LETTERS 

i 

Assuredly some one was snared. Who ? 

A shiver ran through this man of steel. It could not 
be he ? His arrival could not have been discovered; 
it was impossible that the acting representative should 
have received information; he had scarcely landed. 
The corvette had evidently foundered, and not a man 
had escaped. And even on the corvette, Boisberthelot 
and La Vieuville alone knew his name.^ The belfries 
kept up their savage sport. He mechanically watched 
and counted them, and his meditations, pushed from 
one conjecture to another, had those fluctuations 
caused by a sudden change from complete security to a 
terrible pnsciousness of peril.^ Still, after all, this 
tocsin might be accounted for in many ways, and he 
ended by reassuring himself with the repetition of; 
' In short, no one knows of my arrival, and no one 
knows my name.’ 

During the last few seconds there had been a slight 
noise above and behind him. This noise was like the 
fluttering of leaves. He paid no attention to it at 
first, but as the sound continued — one might have said 
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insisted on making itself heard — lie turned round at 
length. It was, in fact, a leaf, but a leaf of paper. 
The wind was tr3n'ng to tear off a large placard pasted 
on the stone above his head. This placard had been 
very lately fastened there, for it was still moist, and 
offered a hold to the uind, which had begun to play 
with and was detaching it. 

The old man had ascended the dune on the opposite 
side, and liad not seen this placard as he came up. 

He stepped on to the coping where he had been 
seated, and laid his hand on the comer of the paper 
wliicli the wind moved. The sky was clear, for the 
June tu'ilighls are long; the bottom of the dune was 
shadov.y, but the top in light; a portion of the placard 
was printed in large letters, and there was still light 
enough for him to make it out. He read this : — 

‘The French Republic One and Indhusible. 

‘We, Prieur of the IMame, acting representative of 
tlie people for the army of the coast of Cherbourg, give 
notice ; The ci-devani Marquis de Lantenac, Viscount 
de Fontenay, so-called Breton prince, secretly landed on 
the coast of Granville, is declared an outlaw. A price 
is set on his head. Any person bringing him, alive or 
dead, ^^^ll receive the sum of sixty thousand francs. 
This amount will not be paid in assignats, but in gold. 
A battalion of the Cherbourg coastguards will be 
immediately despatched for the apprehension of the 
so-called IMarquis de Lantenac. 

‘The parishes are ordered to lend every assistance. 

‘Given at the Towm-liall of Branville, this 2nd 
of June 1793. (Signed) Phieur de la Marne. ' 

Under this name w^as another signature, in much 
smaller characters, and “which the failing light prevented 
the old man's deciphering. 

It was unsafe to remain longer on this summit. He 
had perhaps already sta5"ed too long; the top of the 
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dune was the onl}'' point in the landscape which still 
remained visible. 

When he reached the obscurity of the bottom he 
slackened his pace. He took the route winch he had 
traced for himself toward the fann, evidently having 
reason to believe that he should be safe in that 
direction. 

The plain was deserted. There were no passers-by 
at that hoim. He stopped behind a thicket of under- 
brush, imdid his cloak, turned his vest, the hairy side 
out, refastened his rag of a mantle about his neck by 
its cord, and resumed his way. 

The moon was shining. 

He reached a point where two roads branched off; 
an old stone cross stood there. Upon the pedestal of 
the cross he could distin^ish a white square which was 
most probably a notice like that he had just read. He 
went towards it. 


‘WTiere are you going ? ’ said a voice. 

He turned round. A man was st an ding in the hedge- 
row, t^ like himself, old like himself, with white hair 
like his own, and garments even more dilapidated — 
almost his double. This man leaned on a long stick. 

He repeated, ' I ask you where you are going. ' 

'In the first place, where am I ? ’ returned he, with 
an almost haughty composure. 

The man replied, 'You are in the seigneury of Tanis. 
I am its beggar; you are its lord. ’ 

‘I?’ 


‘Yes, you, my Lord Marquis de Lantenac.* 
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CHAPTER IV 

THE CAIMAND 

The Marquis de Lantenac — ^\ve shall henceforth call 
him by his name — answered quietly, ' So be it. Give 
me up. ' 

The man continued, 'We are both at home here; 
you in the castle, I in the bushes. ' 

‘Let us finish. Do your work. Betray me/ said 
the marquis. 

The man went on, 'You were going to the farm 
of Herbe-en-Pail, were you not ? * 

'Yes/ 

'Do not go.* 

'VTiy?* 

'Because the Blues are there,* 

‘Since when ?* 

'These three days.* 

'Did the people of the farm and the hamlet resist ? * 
'No; they opened all the doors/ 

'Ah !* said the marquis. 

The man pointed \wth Iiis finger towards the roof of 
the farm-house, which could be perceived above the 
trees at a short distance. 

'You can see the roof, marquis ? * 
les. 

'Do you see what there is above it ? * 

'Something floating/ 

'Yes.* 

*It is a flag.* 

‘The tricolour/ said the man. 

This was the object which had attracted the marquis's 
attention as he stood on the top of the dune. 

' Is not the tocsin sounding ? * asked the marquis. 
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‘Yes/ 

'On what account ? * 

‘Evidently on yours.’ 

' But I cannot hear it. * 

‘The wind carries the sound the other way.* 

The man added, ‘Did you see your placard ?’ 
‘Yes.’ 

‘They are hunting you; * and casting a glance toward 
the farm, he added, ‘There is a demi-battalion there.' 
‘Of Republicans?’ 

‘ Parisians. ’ 

‘Very well,’ said the marquis; ‘march on.’ And 
he took a step in the direction of the farm. 

The man seized his arm. ‘Do not go there, ’ 

‘Where do you wish me to go ? ' 

‘Home with me.’ 

• The marquis looked steadily at the mendicant. 

‘Listen, my lord marquis. My house is not fee, 
but it is safe. A cabin lower than a cave. For floor- 
ing a bed of seaweed, for ceiling a roof of branches 
and grass. Come. At the farm you will be shot. 
In my house you may go to sleep. Xou must be tired; 
and to-morrow morning the Blues will march on, 
and you can go where you please. ’ 

The marquis studied this man. ‘Which side are 
you on?’ he asked. 'Are you Republican? Are 
you Royalist ? ' 

‘ I am a beggar. ’ 

‘Neither Royalist nor Republican ? ’ 

‘ I believe not. ’ 

‘Are you for or against the King ? ’ 

'I have no time for that sort of thing.’ 

‘What do you think of what is passing ? ’ 

‘I have nothing to live on.’ 

‘Still you come to my assistance.’ 

‘Because I saw you were outlawed. What is the 
law? So one can be beyond its pale. I do not 
comprehend. Am I inside the law ? Am I outside 
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the law ? I don’t in the least know.- To die of hunger 
— is tiiat being within the law ? ’ ° 

'■ ‘How long have 3'ou been dying of hunger?’ 

‘All my life.’ 

‘And you save me ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘Why?’ 

'Because I said to myself, "There is one poorer than 
I. I have the right to breathe; he has not.’’ ’ 

‘That is true. And you save me ? ’ 

‘Of course; we are brothers, monseigneur. I ask 
for bread; you ask for life. We are a pair of beggars. ’ 

■ ‘But do 5'ou know there is a price set on my head ? ’ 
‘Y'es.’ 

‘ How did you know ? ’ 

‘ I read the placard. ' 

‘ You know how to read ? ’ 

' Yes; and to UTite too. Why should I be a brute ? ’ 
‘Then since j'ou can read, and since you have seen 
the notice, \'ou know that a man would earn sixty 
thousand francs b}’- giving me up ? ’ ‘ ^ 

‘ I know it. ’ 

‘Not in assignats.’ 

‘ Y’'es, I know; ■ in gold. ’ 

‘Sixty thousand francs— do j'ou know it is a 
fortune ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

‘And that anybod}' appiehending me would make 
his fortune ? ’ 

‘ Very well ; what ne.xt ? ’ 

‘ His fortune ! ’ 

Yhat^is exactly what^ I thought. When I saw you 
1 said. Just to think that anj'body bj' giving up that 
man yonder would gain sixty thousand francs and make 
his fortune. Let us hasten to hide him.’ 

The marquis followed the beggar. 

TJ'sy entered a thicket; the mendicant’s den was 
there. It was a sort of chamber which a great old oak 
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had allowed the man to take possession of within its 
heart; it was dug down among its roots, and covered 
by its branches. It was dark, low, hidden, invisible. 
There was room for two persons. 

'I foresaw that I might have a guest,’ said the 
mendicant. 

This species of underground lodging, less rare in 
Brittany than people fancy, is called m the peasant 
dialect a carnichoi. The name is also applied to hiding- 
places contnved in thick walls. 

It was furnished with a few jugs, a pallet of straw or 
dried wrack, with a thick covering of kersey; some 
tallow-dips, a flint and steel, and a bundle of furze 
for tinder. 

They stooped low, crept rather, penetrated into the 
chamber wliich the great roots of the tree divided into 
fantastic compartments, and seated themselves on the 
heap of dry seaweed which served as a l>ed. The space 
between two of the roots, which made the doorway, 
allowed a little light to enter. Night had come on, but 
the eye adapts itself to the darkness, and one always 
finds at last a little day among the shadows. A reflec- 
tion from the moon’s rays dimly silvered the entrance. 
In a corner were a jug of water, a loaf of buckwheat 
bread, and some chestnuts. 

‘Let us sup,’ said the beggar. 

They divided the chestnuts; the marquis contributed 
his morsel of biscuit; they bit into the same black loaf, 
and drank out of the jug, one after the other. 

They conversed. The marquis began to question 
this man. 

* So, no matter whether anything or nothing happens, 
it is all the same to you ? ’ 

‘ Pretty much. You are the lords, you others; those 
are your affairs. ' 

‘But after all, present events ’ 

‘ Pass away up out of my reach. ’ 

. The beggar added presently, ‘Then there are thin^ 
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that go on still higher pp— the sun that rises, the moon 
^that increases or diminishes; those are the matters I 
occupy myself about. * 

He took a sip from the jug, and said, ' The good fresh 
water ! ’ 

Then -he asked, ' How do you find the water, mon- 
seigneur ? ' 

‘\^^at is 3’oiir name?* inquired the marquis. 

'Sly name is Tellemarch; but I am called the 
Caimand , ' 

'I understand. Caimand is a word of the district.’ 

‘\'\^ich means beggar. I am also nicknamed Le 
Vicux, I have been called the old man these forty 
years. ' 

‘ Fort}^ years ! But you were a young man then. ' 

'I never was young. YouYemain so always, on the 
contrary, my lord marquis. You have the legs of a 
boy of twenty — ^you can climb the great dune; as for 
me, I begin to find it difficult to walk — at the end of a 
quarter of a league I am tired. Nevertheless, our age 
is the same. But the rich, they have an advantage 
over us — ^they eat every day. Eating is a preseiv^ative/ 

After a silence the mendicant resumed. ‘Povert}’’, 
riches — ^that makes a terrible business. That is what 
brings on the catastrophes. At least I have that idea. 
The poor want to be rich; the rich are not willing to be 
poor. I think that is about what it is at the bottom. 
I do not mix myself up with matters. The events are 
the events. I am neither for the creditor nor for the 
debtor. I know there is a debt, and that it is being 
paid. That is all. I would rather they had not killed 
the King; but it would be difficult for me to say why. 
After that, somebody will answer, '*But remember 
how they used to hang poor fellows on trees for nothing 
at all.’’ See ! just for a miserable gunshot fired at one 
of the lung's roebucks, I utyself saw a man hung who 
had a vife and seven children. There is much to say 
on both sides.’ 
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Again he ^vas silent for a little. Then : ^ I am a little 
of a bone-setter, a little of a doctor; I knov/ the herbs, 
I study plants; the peasants see me absent — preoccupied 
— and that makes me pass for a sorcerer. Because I 
dream, they think I must be wise/ 

'You belong to the neighbourhood?' asked the 
marquis. 

'I never was out of it.' 

'You know me ? ' 

' Of course. The last time I saw you was when you 
passed tlirough here two years ago''. You went from 
here to England. A little while since I saw a man on 
the top of the dune— a ver3^ tall man. Tall men are 
rare; Brittany is a countrj^ of small men. I looked 
close; I had read the notice; I said to mvself, "Ah ha !" 
And when yon came do\ra there was m^oonlicht, and' I 
recognised you. ' 

' And yet I do not know you. ' 

'You have seen me, but you never looked at me.* 
And Tellemarch the Caimand added, 'I looked at 
you, though. The giver and the beggar do not look 
with the same e3^es. * 

' Had I encountered 3^ou formerl3' ^ ' 

Often— I am 3^our beggar. I was the mendicant at 
the foot of the road from your castle. ou have given 
me alms. But he who gives does not notice: he v.-hn 
receives e.vamines and obsen-es. ^^■hen j-ou sav 
mendicant, you say spy. But as for me, thouch I am 
often sad, I trj- not to be a malicious spv. l''used to 
hold out my hand; you only saw the hand, and vou 
threw into it the charitj- I needed in the morning in 
order that I might not die in the evening. I have often 
been tvventy-four hours without eating. Sometimes 
a penny is life. I owe you my life — I pay the debt. ’ 
‘That is true; you save me. ’ 

'Yes, I save 5mu, monseigneur. ’ 

And Tellemarch ’s voice grew solemn as he added 
‘On one condition.’ ’ 
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* And that ?* 

'That you are not come here to do hann. ’ 

*1 come here to do good/ said the marquis, 

' Lei us sleep, ' said the beggar. 

The}^ lay do^\^l side by side on the seaweed bed. 
The mendicant fell asleep immediate^. The marquis, 
although very tired, remained thinking deeply for a few 
moments; he gazed fixedly at the beggar in the shadow, 
and then lay back. To lie on that bed was to lie on the 
ground. He profited by this to put his ear to the 
earth and listen. He could hear a strange buzzing 
underground. We know that sound stretches down 
into the depths : he could hear the noise of the bells. 
The tocsin was still sounding. 

The marquis fell asleep. 


CHAPTER V 

SIGNED GAUVAIN 

It was delightful when he woke. ' The mendicant was 
standing up — ^not in the den, for he could not hold 
himself erect there, but without, on the sill. He was 
leaning on his stick. The sun shone upon his face. 

'Monseigneur,* said Tellemarch, 'four o'clock has 
just sounded from the Belfiy^ of Tanis. I could count 
the strokes. Therefore the wind has changed; it is 
the land breeze; I can hear no other soimd, so the 
tocsin has ceased. Everything is tranquil about the 
farm and hamlet of Herbe-en-Pail, The Blues are 
asleep or gone. The worst of the danger is over; it 
will be wise for us to separate. It is my hour-* for 
setting out,' 

He indicated a point in the horizon. 'I am going 
that way, * 

He pointed to the opposite direction. 'Go you this 
way/ 
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Hie beggar made the marquis a gesture of salute. 
He pointed to tlie remains of the supper. ' Take the 
chestnuts svitli you if 3’ou are hungry. ' 

A moment after he disappeared among the trees. 

The marquis rosC; and departed in the direction 
^^’hich Tellemarch had indicated. 

It was that charming hour called in rhe old Norman 
peasant dialect, ‘the morning song-sparrow. * The 
linches and the hedge-sparrows fiew chirping about. 
The marquis followed the patJi by which tLe\* had 
come on the previous night. He passed out of the 
thicket, and found himself at tlie fork of the road, 
marked b}" the stone cross. The placard v.as still 
there, looking white, fairty ga\', in the rising sun. Pie 
remembered that there was something at tlie bottom 
of the placard which he had not been a’ule to read 
the evening before, on account of tiie t;vilig}:t and the 
size of the letters. He went up to the pedestal of the 
cross. Under the signature 'Prievr de la Marne' 
there were 3'et two other lines in small characters : — 

*The ideniiiy of ihe ci-droani Marquis de La^Uuac 
once cstahlished , he ivill be immediately shot. ; 

Chief of battalion command'ing the exploring column, 
Gauvaik. ' 

‘Gauv^ainT said the marquis. He stood stilh 
thinking deeply’, his e3*es fixed on the notice. ‘ Gauv’am ! 
he repeated. 

He went forward again; turned about; looked again 
at the cross, n*alked back, and once more read tl.c? 
placard. 

Then he ivcnt £iowl3" awa}'. Had any person been 
near, he might have been heard to murmur, in a half 
voice, ‘ Gauvain ! ' 

From the sunken paths into which he retreated he 
could onty see the roofs of the fann which lay to th? 
left. He passed alon? the side of a steep efnincncc 
covered with furze cf the species called longthom, m 
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blossom. The summit of this height was one of those 
points of land named in Brittany a Imre (head). 

At the foot of the eminence the gaze lost itself among 
' the trees. The foliage seemed bathed in light. All 
nature was filled with the deep joy of the morning. 

^ Suddenly this landscape became terrible. It was 
< like the bursting forth of an ambuscade. An appalling, 
indescribable trumpeting, made by savage cries and 
gunshots, stnick upon these fields and woods filled with 
sunlight, and there could be seen rising from the side 
toward the farm a great smoke, cut by clear flames, as 
; if the hamlet and the farm buildings were consuming 
like a truss of burning straw. It was sudden and fear- 
ful — ^the abrupt change from tranquillity to fury; an 
explosion of hell in the midst of dawn; a horror with- 
. out transition. There was fighting in the direction 
of Herbe-en-Pail. The marquis stood still. 

There is no man in a similar case who would not feel 
i curiosity stronger than a sense of the peril. One must 
know what is happening, if one perishes in the attempt; 
He mounted tlie eminence along the bottom of which 
passed the sunken path by which he had come. From 
there he could see, but he could also be seen. He re- 
mained on the 1 np for some moments. He looked about. 

There were, in truth, a fusillade and a conflagration. 
He could hear the cries, he could see the flames. The 
farm appeared the centre of some terrible catastrophe. 
Whzt could it be ? Was the farm of Herbe-en-Pail 
attacked ? But by whom ? Was it a battle ? Was it 
not rather a military execution ? Very often the Blues 
punished refractory farms and villages by setting them 
on fire. They were ordered to do so by a revolutionary 
decree: they burned, for example, every farm-house and 
hamlet where the tree-cutting prescribed by law had 
been'neglected, or no roads opened among the thickets 
for the passage of the Republican cavalr^^ Only very 
lately the parish of Bourgon, near Emde, had been thus 
destroyed. Was Herbe-en-Pail receiving similar 
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treatment ? It was evident that none of the strategic 
routes called for b}* the decree had been made among 
the copses and enclosures, M’as this tlic punishment 
for such neglect ? Had an order been received by the 
advance guard occup 3 dng the farm ? Did not this 
Troop make part of one of those exploring ditdsions 
called the ‘infernal columns* ? 

A bristling and savage thicket surrounded on all sides 
the eminence upon whicli the marquis had posted him- 
self for an outlook. This thicket, which was called 
the grove of Herbe-en-Pail, but which had the pro- 
portions of a wood, stretched to the farm, and concealed, 
like all Breton copses, a network of ravines, bypaths, 
and deep cuttings — lab 5 ''rinths where the Republican 
armies lost themselves. 

The execution, if it was an execution, must have been 
a ferocious one, for it was short. It had been, like all 
brutal deeds, quickly accomplished. The atrocity of 
ci\’il wars admits of these savage vagaries. \MiiIe the 
- marquis, multiptying conjectures, hesitating to descend, 
hesitating to remain, listened and watched, this crash of 
extermination ceased, or, more correetty speaking, van- 
ished. The marquis took note of something in the 
thicket that Tvas like the scattering of a wild and joyous 
troop. A frightful rushing about made itself heard 
beneath the trees. From the farm the band had thrown 
themselves into the wood. Drums beat. No more 
gunshots were fired. Now it resembled a battle ; 
they seemed to search, follow, track. The\^ were 
evidently hunting some person; the noise was scattered 
and deep; it was a confusion of words of WTath and 
triumph; of indistinct cries and clamour. Suddenty, 
as an outline becomes visible in a cloud of smoke, 
something is articulated clearly and distinctly amid this 
/ tumult; it was a name — a name repeated by a thousand 
voices, and the marquis plainly heard this cry, — 

' Lantenac i Lantenac ! The Marquis de Lantenac ! * 

It was he whom they were hunting. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE WHIRLIGIGS OF CIVIL WAR 

Suddenly aU about him, from all sides at the same 
time, the copse filled ^vith muskets, bayonets, and 
sabres, a tri-coloured flag rose in the half-light, the ciy 
of ‘ Lantenac J ' burst forth in his very ear, and at his 
feet, behind the brambles and branches, savage faces 
appeared. 

The marquis was alone, standing on a height, visible 
from ever}^ part of the wood. He could scarcely see 
those who shrieked his name; but he was seen by all. 
If a thousand muskets were in the wood, there was he 
like a target. He could distinguish nothing among the 
brushwood but burning eyeballs fastened upon him. 

He took off his hat, turned back the brim, tore a long 
dry thorn from a furze-brush, drew from his pocket a 
white cockade, fastened the upturned brim and the 
cockade to the hat with the thorn, and putting back 
on his headrthe hat, whose lifted edge showed the white 
cockade, and left his face in full view, he cried in a loud 
voice that rang like a trumpet through the forest, ^ — 

‘I am the man you seek. I am the Marquis de 
Lantenac, Viscount de Fontenay, Breton prince, lieu- 
tenant-general of the armies of the King. Now make 
an end ! Aim ! Fire I ' And tearing open with both 
hands his goatskin vest, he bared his naked breast. 

He looked down, exjpecting to meet levelled guns, 
and saw himself surrounded by kneeling men. Then a 
great shout arose, — 

‘ Long live Lantenac 1 Long live Monseigneur ! Long 
live the General ! ' 

At the same, time hats were flung into the air, sabres 
whirled joyously, and through all the thicket could be 
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seen rising sticks on whose points waved caps of brown 
woollen. He was surrounded by^ a Vendean band. 
This troop had knelt at sight of him. 

Old legends tell of strange beings that were found in 
the ancient Thuringian forests — ^a race of giants, more 
and less than men, who were regarded by the Romans 
as horrible monsters, by the Germans as divine in- 
carnations, and who, according to the encounter, ran 
the risk of being exterminated or adored. 

The marquis felt something of the sentiment which 
must have shaken one of those creatures when, expect- 
ing to be treated like a monster, he suddenly found 
himself worshipped as a god. All those eyes, full of 
terrible lightnings, were festened on him with a sort 
of savage love. 

This crowd was armed with muskets, sabres, scythes, 
poles, sticks; they wore great beavers or brown caps, 
with white cockades, a profusion of rosaries and 
amulets, wide breeches open at the knee, jackets of 
skins, leathern gaiters, the calves of their legs bare, 
their hair long; some Avith a ferocious look, all with an 
open one. 

A man, young and of noble mien, passed through the 
kneeling throng, and hurried toward the marquis. 
Like the peasants, he wore a tumed-up beaver and a 
white cockade, and was wrapped in a fur jacket; but 
his hands were white, and his linen fine, and he 
wore over his vest a white silk scarf, from which hung 
a gold-hilted, sword. 

When he reached the hure he threw aside his hat, 
untied his scarf, bent one knee to the ground, and pre- 
sented the sword and scarf to the marquis, saying, — 

'We were indeed seeking you, and we have found 
you. Accept the sword of command. These men are 
yours now. I was their leader; I mount in grade, for 
I become your soldier. Accept our homage, my lord. 
General, give me your orders. 

Then he made a sign, and the men who carried a 
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tri-coloured flag moved out of the wood. They marched 
up to where tlie marquis stood and laid the banner at 
' . his feer. It was the flag which he had just caught sight 
of tlirougli the trees. 

' General, ' said the young man who had presented to 
him the sword and scarf, 'this is the flag we just took 
from the Blues, who held the farm of Herbe-en-Pail. 
Monseigneur, I am named Gavard. I belong to the 
Marquis de la Rouarie.' 

'It is well/ said the marquis. And calm and grave 
he put on the scarf. Then he drew his sword, and 
waving it above his head, he cried, — 

' Up I Long live the King 1 * 

All rose; through the depths of the wood swelled a 
wdld triumphant clamour : *Lo7tg live the King! Long 
live our 7narquis ! Loiig live Lanienac T 

The marquis turned towards Gavard : 'How many 
are you ? ' 

‘Seven thousand/ 

And as they descended the eminence, while the 
peasants cleared awaj^' the furze bushes to make a path 
for the jMarquis de Lantenac, Gavard continued : ‘Mon- 
seigneur, nothing more simple. All can be explained in 
a word. It only needed a spark. The reward offered 
by the Republic in revealing your presence, roused the 
whole district for the King. Besides that, we had been 
secretl}'’ warned by the Mayor of Granville, who is one 
of our men, the same who saved the Abb6 Olivier. 
Last night they sounded the tocsin.' 

‘For vrhom ?' 

‘For you,' 

‘Ah I * said the marquis. 

‘And here we are,' pursued Gavard. 

'And you are seven thousand ? ' 

‘To-day, We shall be fifteen thousand to-morrow. 
It is the Breton contingent. Wien l\Ionsieur Henri de 
la Roche jacquelein set out to join the Catholic army, 
* the tocsin Was sounded, and in one night six parishes — 
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Isernay, Corqtieux, the Echaubroigiies, the Aubiers, 
Saint- Aubin, and Nueil — ^brought him ten thousand 
men. They had no munitions; they found in the house 
of a quarrymaster sixty pounds of blasting-powder,' 
and M. de la Rochejacquelein set off with that. We' 
were certain you must be in some part of this forest, 
and we were seeking you. ' 

‘And you attacked the Blues at the farm of Herbe- 
en-Pail ? ’ 

' The wind prevented their hearing the tocsin. Thej' 
suspected nothing; the people of the hamlet, who are a' 
set of clowns, received them well. This morning we 
surrounded the farm; the Blues were asleep, and we did 
the thing out of hand. I have a horse. Will you deign 
to accept it, general ? ’ 

‘Yes.’ 

A peasant led up a white horse with military capari- 
sons. The marquis mounted without the assistance 
Gavard offered him. 

‘Hurrah!’ cried the peasants. The cries of the 
English were greatly in usealong the Breton coast,in con- 
stant communication as it was with the Channel Islands. 

Gavard made a military salute, and asked ‘Where 
will you make your headquarters, monseigneur ? ’ 

‘ At first in the Forest of Fougeres.’ 

‘ It is one of your seven forests, my lord marquis. ’ 

‘ We must have a priest. ’ 

‘ We have one.’ 

‘Who?’ 

‘The curate of the Chapelle-Erbr^e. ’ 

‘I know him. He has made the voyage to Jersey.’ 

A priest stepped out of the ranks and said, ‘Three 
times. ’ 

The marquis turned his head. ‘Good-morning 
Monsieur le Cur A You have work before you.' 

‘So much the better, my lord marquis.' 

‘ You will have to hear confessions — ^those who wish ; 
nobody \vill be forced. ’ 
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lord marquis,’ said the priest, *at Guem6n& 
■ Gaston forces the Republicans to confess. ’ 

‘?Ie is a hairdresser,' said the marquis; ‘death 
ought to be tree. ' 

' Gavard, who had gone to give some orders, returned. 
' General, I wait j^our commands. ’ 

‘First, the rendezvous in the Forest of Fougeres. 
Let the men disperse, and make their wa}^ there.' 

‘ The order is given. * 

‘Did you not tell me that the people of Herbe-en-Pail 
had received the Blues well ? * 

‘Yes, general.' ' 

‘ You have burnt the house ? * 

‘Yes.' 


‘Have you burnt the hamlets ' 

‘No.' 

‘Bum it.’ 

f ‘The Blues tried to defend themselves, but they 
were a hundred and fifty, and we were seven 
thousand.' 

‘\\Tio were they ? ' 

‘Santerre's men.’ 

‘ The one who ordered the drums to beat while the 
King's head was being cut off. Then it is a regiment 
of Paris.’ 

‘A half-regiment.* 

* Its name ? ’ ' 

'General, it had on its flag, “Battalion of the Bonnet 
Rouge.” ’ 

‘Wild beasts.' 

‘What is’to be done with the wounded ? ’ 

* ‘ Put an end to them. ’ 

’ Wliat shall we do with the prisoners ? * 
i ®5hoot them. ' nvn 

‘ There are about eighty, * 

‘Shoot the whole.’ 15263 

' 'There are two women.* {||ltlll 

. . .* Them also. ' 
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‘ There are tliree children. ' 

'Carry them off. We will see what shall be done 
with them/ 

And the marquis rode on. 


CHAPTER VH 

‘no mercy!' (watchword of the commune) — ‘no 

QUARTER ! ' (WATCinVORD OF THE ROYAL PARTY) 

While all this was passing near Tanis. the mendicant 
had gone toward Crollon. He plunged into the raraes, 
among the vast silent bowers of shade, inattentive to 
everything, and attentive to nothing, as he had him- 
self said; dreamer rather than thinker, for the thought- 
ful man has an aim, and the dreamer has none; wander- 
ing, rambling, pausing, munching, here and there a 
bunch of wild sorrel; drinking at the springs, occasion- 
ally raising his head to listen to the distant tumult^ 
again falling back into the bewildering fascination of 
nature, warming his rags in the sun, hearing sometimes 
the noise of men, but listening to the song of the birds. 

He was old, and moved slowly; he could not walk 
far; as he had said to the Marquis de Lantenac, a quarter 
of a league fatigued him : he made a short circuit to 
the Croix-Avranchin, and evening had come before 
he returned, 

A little beyond ]\Iacey, the path he was following led 
to a sort of culminating point, bare of trees, whence 
one could see very far, taking in the whole stretch of 
the western horizon to the sea. 

A column of smoke attracted his attention. 

Nothing calmer than smoke, but nothing more 
startling. There are peaceful smokes, and there are 
evil ones. The thickness and colour of a ]ine of smoke 
marks the whole difference between war and peace, 
between fraternity and hatred, between hospitality 



NINETY-THREE 


lOI 


and the tomb, between life and death. A smoke 
mounting among the trees may be a symbol of all that 
is most charming in the world — the fireside of home; 
or a sign of that which is most a\\rful — a conflagration. 
' The whole happiness of man, or liis most complete 
misery, is sometimes expressed in this thin vapour, 
which the wind scatters at will. 

The smoke which Tellemarch saw was disquieting. 

It was black, dashed now and then with sudden 
gleams of red, as if the brazier from which it flowed 
burned irregularly, and had begun to die out, and it 
rose above Herbe-en-Pail. 

Tellemarch quickened his steps, and walked toward 
this smoke. 

He was ver}^ tired, but he must know \vhat it 
signified. 

He reached the summit of a hill, against whose side 
■^he hamlet and the farm were nestled. 
r{ There was no longer either farm or hamlet. 

A heap of ruins was burning still — it was Herbe-en- 
T^ail. 

There is something v/hich it is more, painful to see 
bum than a palace — it is a cottage. A cottage on fire 
is a lamentable sight. It is a^ey.^station swooping 
down on poverty, the ^mlture’-^^d^n^pon the worms 
of the earth; there is in it^'ajcorffradr&oh which chills 
the heart, f 

If w'e believe the BibCcial legend, l&ej sight of a 
conflagration changed S nupan being ?^o a statue; 
for a moment Tellemar%^^med thu^ transformed. 
The spectacle before motionless. 

Destmction was completiri^^i^Sjjj^cfe?? amid unbroken 
silence. Not a cry rose; not a human sigh mingled with 
this smoke; this furnace laboured and finished devour- 
ing the village without any noise being heard save the 
creaking of the timbers and the crackling of the thatch. 
At moments the smoke parted, the fallen roofs revealed 
the gaping chambers, the brazier showed all its rubies; 
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rags turned to scarlet, and miserable bits of furniture, 
tinted with purple, gleamed amid these vermilion in- 
teriors, and TeUemarch was dizzied by the sinister 
bedazzlement of disaster. 

Some trees of a chestnut grove near the houses had 
taken fire and were blazing. 

He listened, trying to catch the sound of a voice, 
an appeal, a cry; nothing stirred except the flames; 
everj^hing was silent save the conflagration. Was it 
that all had fled ? 

Where was the knot of people who lived and toiled 
at Herbe-en-Pail ? What had become of this little 
band ? TeUemarch descended the hill. 

A funereal enigma rose before him. He approached 
without haste, with fixed eyes. He advanced towards 
the ruin with the slowness of a shadow; he felt like a 
ghost in this tomb. 

He reached what had been the door of the farm-house, 
and looked into the court, which had no longer any 
walls, and was confounded with the hamlet grouped 
about it. 

What he had before seen was nothing. He had 
hitherto only caught sight of the terrible; the horrible 
appeared to him now. 

Ill the middle of the court was a black heap, vaguely 
outlined on one side by the flames, on the other by the 
iriopnlight. This heap was a mass of men; these men 
were dead. 

, .^1 about this human mound spread a great pool, 
which smoked^ a little; the flames were reflected in 
^he' pool, but it had no need of fire to redden it — it 
was blood. 

TeUemarch went closer. He began to examine these 
prostrate bodies one after another : they were all 
dead men. 

^e moon shone; the conflagration also. 

These coroses were the bodies of soldiers. All had 
their feet bare; their shoes had been taken; their 
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Vv’eapons wre gone also; they still -wore their Tiniforms, 
• which were blue; here and there he could distinguish 
’ among these heaped-up limbs and heads shot-riddled 
hats 'with tri-coloured cockades. They were Republi- 
/ cans. The5’* were those Parisians who on the prerious 
evening had been there, all living, keeping garrison at 
the fann of Herbe-en-PaiL These men had been 
executed; this was showm hy the symmetrical position 
of the bodies; they had been struck down in order and 
with care. They were all quite dead. Not a single 
; death-gasp sounded from the mass. 

Tellemarch passed the corpses in review without 
omitting one; they were all riddled with balls. 

Those who had shot them, in haste probably to get 
elsewhere, had not taken the iime to bury them. 

As he %yas preparing to move away, his eyes fell on a 
low wall in the court, and he saw four feet protruding 
tf from one of its angles. 

They^ had shoes on them; they were smaller than the 
' others. Tellemarch went up to this spot. They were 
women^s feet. Two women werejying side by side 
, behind the wall; they also had been shot. 

Tellemarch stooped over them. One of the women 
wore a sort of uniform; she had been a vivandiere. 
She had four balls in her head. She was dead, 

Tellemarch examined the other. This was a peasant. 
She was livid; her mouth open. Her eyes were closed. 
There was no wound in her head. Her garments, 
which long marches, no doubt, had worn to rags, were 
disarranged by her fall, leaving her bosom half naked. 
TePemarch pushed her dress aside, and saw on one* 
shoulder the round wound which a ball makes; the 
shoulder-blade was broken. He looked at her livid 
I breast. 

‘Nursing mother, ' he murmured. 

He touched her. She was not cold. She had no 
hurts beside the broken shoulder-blade and the wound 
in the shoulder. 
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He put his hand on her heart and felt a faint throb. 
She was not dead. Tellemarch raised himself, and cried 
out in a terrible voice, * Is there no one here ? ’ 

‘Is it you, Caimand ? ' a voice replied, so low that it 
could scarcely be beard. At the same time a head was 
thrust out of a hole in the ruin. Then another face 
appeared at another aperture. They were two 
peasants, who had hidden themselves; the only ones 
that sur\dved. 

The well-known voice of the Caimand had reassured 
them, and brought them out of the holes in which they 
had taken refuge. 

They advanced towards the old man, both still 
trembling violently. 

Tellemarch had been able to cry out, but he could 
not talk; strong emotion produces such effects. He 
pointed out to them with his finger the woman 
stretched at his feet. 

‘ Is there still life in her ? ’ asked one of the peasants. 

Tellemarch gave an affirmative nod of the head. 

‘Is the other ivoman living ? ’ demanded the second 
man; 

Tellemarch shook his head; 

The peasant who had first shown himself continued:— « 

'All the others are dead, are they not ? I saw the 
whole; I was in my cellar; How one thanks God at 
such a moment for not having a family I My house 
burned: Blessed Saviour 1 They killed everybody. 
This woman here had three children— all little: The 
children cried, “Mother 1" The mother cried, “My 
children 1“ Those who massacred everj’^body are 
gone. They were satisfied. They carried off the little 
ones, and shot the mother. I saw it all. But she is 
not dead; didn’t you sa}r so ? She is not dead ? Tell 
us, Caimand, do you think you could save her ? Do 
you want us to help carry her to ypur camichot ? ’ 

Tellemarch made a sign, which signified ‘Yes.* 

The wood was close to the farm. They quickly 
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made a litter with branches and ferns. Tliey laid the 
woman, still motionless, npon it, and set out towards 
the copse, the two peasants carrying the litter, one at 
the head, the other at the feet, Tellemarch holding the 
woman's arm, and feeling her pulse. 

As they walked, the two peasants talked; and over 
the body of the bleeding woman, whose white face was 
lighted up b}^ the moon, thej^ exchanged frightened 
ejaculations. 

^ To kill aU!' 

' To bum everything ! ' 

' Ah, m}^ God"! Is that the way things will go now ? ' 

‘It was that tall old man who ordered it to be done/ 

‘Yes; it was he who commanded.' 

'I did not see while the shooting went on. Was he 
there ? ' 

‘ No. He had gone. But no matter; it was all done 
by his orders. ' 

‘ Then it was he who did the whole. ' 

‘He had said, “Kill, bum 1 no quarter !" * 

‘He is a marquis. ' 

‘ Of coui-se, since he is onr marquis. ' 

* How is it they call him now ? ’ 

‘ He is the lord of Lantenac. ' 

Tellemarch raised his eyes to heaven and murmured, 
‘ If I had kno\m 1 ' 
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BOOK THE FIRST 

CIMOURDAIN 


CHAPTER I 

THE STEEETS OF PARIS AT THAT THIT 

People lived in public; the}^ ate at tables spread out- 
side the doors; women seated on the stepsof the churches 
- made lint as they sang the 'Marseillaise/ Park ^lon- 
ceaux and the Luxembourg Gardens were parade- 
grounds. There were gunsmiths' shops in fuil ^vork; 
they manufactured muskets before the e\’es of the 
passers-by, who clapped their hands in applause. The 
watchword on every lip was, * Patience; we arc in 
Revolution. ' The people smiled heroically. They went 
to the theatre as they did at Athens during, the Pelo- 
ponnesian war. One saw playbills such as these pasted 
at the street comers \ * The Siege of ThionvUlc ; ' "A 
Mother saved from the Flames ; ' "The Club of the 
Careless ; * "The Eldest Daughter of Pope Joan ; ' ‘ The 
Philosopher-Soldiers;" "The Art of Village Love- 
making. ' 

The Germans v/ere at the gates; a report was current 
that the King of Prussia had secured boxes at the 
Opera. Ever^hing was terrible, and no one was 
frightened. The m3"steriou5 law against the suspected, 
winch was the crime of I\ferlin of Douai, held a vision 
of the guillotine above every head. A solicitor named 
Seran, who had been denounced, awaited his arrest in 
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dressing-gown and slippers, playing Iiis flute at his 
window'. Nobody seemed to liavc leisure : all the 
W'orld W’as in a huIT}^ Every hat bore a cochade. 
llie w’omen said, ‘We are pretty in red caps/ AH 
, Paris seemed to be removing. Tlie curiosity-shops were 
cro^vdecl with crowns, mitres, sceptres of gilded wood, 
and flcurs'dc4i $ — ^tom down from royal dw'ellings : 
it was the demolition of monarchy that went on. 
Copes were to be seen for sale at the old clothesmen*s, 
and rochets hung on hooks at their doors. At Ram- 
ponneau's and the Ponclierons, men dressed out in 
surplices and stoics, and mounted on donkej^s capari- 
soned with chasubles, drank wine at the doors from 
cathedral ciboriums. In the Rue Saint Jacques, 
barefooted street pa\aors stopped the w'heelbarrow of 
a pedlar w'ho had boots for sale, and clubbed together 
to buy fifteen pairs of shoes, wliich they sent to the 
f Convention ‘ for our soldiers. ' 

^ Busts of Franklin, Rousseau, Brutus, and, W'e must 
add, of Marat, abounded. Under a bust of Marat in 
the Rue Clochc-Percc w'as hung in a black v/ooden 
frame and under glass an address against Malouet, 
with testimony in support of the charges, and these 
marginal lines, — 

'These details w'ere furnished me by the mistress of 
Silvain Bailly, a good patriotess, wlio had a liking for 
me. (Signed) Marat. ' 

The inscription on the Palais Royal fountain — ' Quan- 
ios cffnndii in ususj' w’as hidden under two great 
canvases painted in distemper, the one representing 
Cahier de Gerville denouncing to the National Assembly 
the rallying cry of the * Rag-pickers ' of Arles; the other, 
Louis XVI. brought back from Varennes in liis royal 
carriage, and under the carriage a plank fastened by 
cords, on each end of w’hich w^as seated a grenadier 
with fixed bayonet. 
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Wry few of the larger Ehop? were <•] rn: perlputetic 
liabcrda^hery arid to\" shops were drayu’ccl about b3’’ 
women, lighted by candles which dropped their tallow 
on the merchandise. Open-air sliop^ \rerf kept by ex- 
nuns, in blonde vrigs. This mender, darning stockings 
in a stall, was a countess; that dressmaker a marchion- 
ess, Madame de BoufHcrs inhabited a garret, whence 
she could look out at her own hotel. Hawkers ran 
about offering the ‘last nevrspapers. ‘ Persons who 
wore cravats that hid their chins were called the 
‘scrofulous.’ Street singers swarmed. The crowd 
hooted Pitou, the royalist song-writer, and a valiant 
man into the bargain; he was twenU’-two times im- 
prisoned and taken before the revolutionary’ tribunal 
for slapping his coat-tails as he pronounced the word 
ctvisvu Seeing that his head was in danger, he ex- 
claimed, ‘But it is just the opposite of my head that 
is in fault I’ — a w’itticism which made the judges laugh, 
and saved his life. This Pitou ridiculed the rage for 
Greek and Latin names; his favourite song was about 
a cobbler, whom he called Cujtis, and to whom he gave 
a w’ife named Cujitsdavi. They^ danced the Carmagnole 
in w’ide circles. They^ no longer said gentleman and 
ladtg but citizen and citizeness. They’ danced in the 
ruined cloisters with the church lamps lighted on the 
altars, with cross-shaped chandeliers hanging from the 
vaulted roofs, and tombs beneath their feet. Blue 
*ty*rant’s waistcoats’ were worn. There were liberty- 
cap shirt-pir?s made of white, blue, and red stones. 
The Rue de Richelieu was called the Street of Law; 
the Faubourg Saint -Antoine was named the Faubourg 
of Glory^; a statue of Nature stood in the Place de la 
Bastille. People pointed out to one another certain 
well-knowTi personages — Chatelet, Didier, Nicholas, and 
Gamier Delaunay, w’ho stood guard at the door of 
Duplay the joiner; Voulland, who never missed a 
guillotine-day% and followed the carts of the condemned 
— he called it going to ‘the red mass;’ Montflahert., 
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revolutionary juryman; and a marquis, who took the 
name of Dix Ao(ii (Tenth of August). 

People \yatched the pupils of the Ecole Militaire file 
past, qualified by the degrees of the Convention as 
* aspirants in the school of Mars, ' and by the crowd as 
‘the pages of .Robespierre. * They read the proclama- 
tions of Freron denouncing those suspected of the 
crime of ‘negotiantism.’ Young scamps collected at 
the doors of the mayoralties to mock at the civil 
marriages, thronging about the brides and grooms as 
they passed, and shouting ‘Municipal marriages!’ 
At the Invalides the statues of the saints and kings 
were crowned with Phrygian caps. They played cards 
on the kerbstones at the crossings. The packs of 
cards were also in the full tide of revolution : the kings 
were replaced by genii ; the queens by the goddess of 
Liberty; the knaves by figures representing Equality, 
and the aces by impersonations of Law. They tilled 
the public gardens; the plough worked at the Tuileries. 
With all these excesses was mingled, especially among 
the conquered parties, an indescribable haughty 
weariness of life. A man VTOte to Fouquier-Tinville, 
'Have ihc goodnessi io free me from existence. This is 
my address/ Champccnetz was arrested for having 
cried in the midst of the Palais Royal Garden, ‘W^en 
are we to have the revolution of Turkey ? I want to 
see the Republic d la Porte. ’ 

Newspapers appeared in legions. The hairdressers’ 
men curled the wigs of women in public, while the 
master read the Moniteur aloud. Others, surrounded 
by eager groups, commented with violent gestures 
upon the journal Listeirto Us of Dubois Craned, or the 
Trumpet of Father Bellerose. Sometimes the barbers 
were porksellers as well, and hams and chitterlings 
might be seen hanging side by side with a golden- 
haired doll. Dealers sold in the open street the vanes 
of the refugees; one merchant advertised wines of 
fifty-tv'o sorts. Others displa5^ed harp-shaped clocks 
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and sofas ’h la duchesse.’ One hairdresser hgd for 
sign, ' I shave the Clergy; I comb the Nobility; I. arrange 
the Third Estate.’ / 

People went to have their fortunes told by Martin at 
No. 173 in the Rue d' Anjou, formerly Rue Dauphine. 
There was a lack of bread, of coals, of soap. Herds of. 
mUch-cows might be seen coming in from the country. 
At the Vallfe, lamb sold for fifteen francs the pound. 
An order of the. Commune assigned a poimd of meat 
per head every ten days. 

People stood in ranJc at the doors of the butchers’ 
shops. One of these files had remained famous : it 
reached from a grocer’s shop in the Rue du Petit 
Carreau to the middle of the Rue Montorgueil. To 
form a line was called ‘holding the cord,’ from a long 
rope which was held in the hands of those standing in 
a row. Amid this wretchedness the women were brave 
and mild: they passed entire nights awaiting their 
turn to get to the bakers’ shops. 

The Revolution resorted to expedients which were 
successful : she alleviated this widespread distress by 
two perilous means — ^the assignat and the maximum. 
The assignat was the lever, the maximum was the fiil- 
crum. This empiricism saved France. 

The enemy, whether of Coblenz or London, speculated 
in assignats. Girls came and went, offering lavender- 
water, garters, false-hair, and selling monetary stocks; 
There were jobbers on the steps of- the Rue Vivienne, 
'with muddy shoes, greasy hair, and fur caps decorated 
with fox-tails; and there were waifs from ‘the cesspool 
of Agio in_ the Rue Valois, ’ with varnished boots, 
toothpicks in their mouths, and smooth hats on their 
heads, to whom the girls said ‘thee and thou. ’ Later,; 
the people gave chase to them as they did to the thieves ■ 
whom the Royalists styled ‘active citizens.' F^pr the 
time theft was. rare. There reigned a terrible destitu-' 
tiori and a stoical probity. The barefooted and the 
starving passed with lowered eyelids before the jewellers’ 
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shor« of Palais Egalite. During a domiciliary 
^’isit tliat the Section Antoine made to the house of 
Beaumarchais, a woman picked a flov;er in the garden : 
the c^o^Yd chastised lier. Wood cost four hundred 
francs in cash per cord : people could be seen in the 
streets sawing up their bedsteads. In the winter the 
fountains were frozen; two pails of water cost twenty 
sous : every man made himself a water-carrier. A gold 
louis was worth three thousand nine hundred and fifty 
francs. A Journey in a hackney coach cost six hundred^ 
francs. After a day*s use of such a carriage this kind of 
dialogue might be heard : ' Coachman, how much do I 
owe you ? ' 'Six thousand francs.' 

A greengrocer woman sold twenty thousand francs* 
worth of vegetables a day, -A beggar said, 'Help me, 
in the name of charity ! I lack two hundred and thirty 
francs to pay for my shoes. ' 

At the ends of the bridges might be seen colossal 
figures sculptured and painted by David, which Mer- 
cier insulted. 'Enormous wooden punches !' he called 
them. The gigantic shapes sjunbolised Federalism and 
Coalition thrown to earth. 

There was no faltering among this people. There 
was the sombre Joy of having made an end of thrones. 
Volunteers abounded; each street furnished a regiment. 
The flags of the districts came and went, every one with 
its device. On the banner of the Capuchin district 
could be read, ‘Nobody can cut our beards.' On 
another, 'No other nobility than that of the heart.' 
On all the walls were placards, large and small, white, 
3"el]ow, green, red, printed and vTitten, on which might 
be read this motto, 'Long live the Republic I' The 
little children lisped ira/ 

These children were in themselvas the great future. 

Later, to the tragical city succeeded the cynical 
city. The streets of Paris have offered two revolu- 
tionary aspects entirely distinct — ^that before and that 
after the gth Thermidor. The Paris of Saint Just gave 
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place to the Paris of Tallien. Such anrithc3c^ arc 
perpetual : after Sinai, the Courtiile appcarrd.^ ^ 

A season of public madness made itsrh' lelt. It 
had already been seen eighty }*er>rs ^before. The 
people came out from under Louis XR\ as they did 
from under Robespierre, with a great need to breathe; 
hence the Regency which opened that ccntur>' and the 
Directon^ which closed it. Two saturnalia after two 
terrorisms. France snatched the wicket-’key and got 
beyond the Puritan cloister just as it did^ beyond 
that of monarchy, with the joy of a nation that 
escapes. 

After the 9 th Thermidor Paris was gay, but vdth an 
insane gaiety. An unhealth}" jo}- overflowed all 
bounds. To the frenzy for dying succeeded the frenz}" 
for Ihdng, and grandeur eclipsed itself. They had a 
Trimalcion. calling himself Grimod de la Regniere; there 
was the ' Almanac of the Gourmands, ’ People dined 
in the entresols of the Palais Royal to the din of 
orchestras of women beating drums and blouing 
trumpets; the ^rigadinier ’ reigned, bow in hand. People 
supped Oriental fashion at Meot*s surrounded by 
perfximes. The artist Boze painted his daughters, 
innocent and charming heads of sixteen, en guilloHnecs : 
that is to say, with bare necks and red shifts. To the 
wild dances in the ruined churches succeeded the balls 
of Ruggieri, of Luquet, Wenzel, Mauduit, and the 
Montansier; to grave citizenesses making lint succeeded 
sultanas, savages, nj^mphs; to the naked feet of the 
soldiers covered with blood, dust, and mud, succeeded 
barefooted women decorated with diamonds; at the 
same time, with shamelessness, improbity reappeared; 
and it had its pur\"eyors in high ranks, and their imita- 
tors among the class below. A swarm of sharpeis 
filled Paris, and every" man was forced to guard well 
his 7 rfc'~-that is, his pocket-book. The OM Cordelier 
and the Friend of ihe People were no longer published 
In their place were cried Punch's Letter and the Rogues' 
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Pcfiiio?:. The Marquis de Sade presided at the section 
of the Pikes, Place VendOme. The reaction was jovial 
and ferocious. The Dragons of Liberty of 92 were 
reborn under the name of the Chevaliers of the Dagger. 
At the same time there appeared in the booths that 
type, Jocrisse. There were ‘the \Yonders/ and in 
advance of these feminine marvels came ‘the Incon- 
ceivables.* People swore by strange and outlandish 
oaths; they jumped back from Mirabeau to Bobeche. 
Thus it is that Paris swa5’s backwards and forwards; 
it is the enormous pendulum of chdlisation; it touches 
either pole in turn, Thermop3da2 and Gomorrah. 

After '93 the Revolution traversed a singular 
occultation. The centur^^ seemed to forget to finish 
that which it had commenxred; a strange orgy inter- 
posed itself, took the foreground, swept backward to 
the second awful Apocalypse; veiled the immeasurable 
\’ision, and laughed aloud after its fright. Traged}^ 
disappeared in parod}", and rising darkly from tlie 
bottom of the horizon a smoke of carnival effaced 
Medusa. 

But in '93, where we are, the streets of Paris still 
wore the gi*andiose and savage aspect of the beginning. 
They had their orators, such as Varlet, who promenaded 
in a booth on wheels, from the top of which he ha- 
rangued the passers-b}q they had their heroes, of whom 
one was called the 'Captain of the iron-pointed sticks;’ 
their favourites, among whom ranked Gouffroy, the 
author of the pamphlet 'Rougijf/ Certain of these 
popularities were mischievous, others had a health}^ 
tone; one amongst them all, honest and fatal — it was 
that of Cimourdain, 
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CIMOURDAIN 


CiMouRDAiN had a conscience, pure but sombre. 
There was something of the absolute v/ithin him. He 
h.ad been a priest, which is a grave matter. A man 
ma^^ like the possess a serenit\^ which is dark 

and unfathomable; it only needs that something should 
have made night vithin his soul. The priesthood had 
made night in that of Cimourdain, He who has been 
a priest remains one. MTiat makes night v/ithin a man 
may leave stars. Cimourdain v^as full of virtues and 
verities,^ but they shone amid darkness. 

His hist or}'' is easily written. He had been a village 
curate and tutor in a great family; then he inherited 
a small legacy and gained his freedom. 

He was above all an obstinate man. He made use of 
meditation as one does of pincers; he did not tliink it 
nght to quit an idea until he had followed it to the 
^d; he thought stubbornly. He understood all the 
European lan^ages, and something of others besides; 
this man studied incessantly, which aided him to bear 
the burden of celibacy; but nothing can be more 
dangerous than such a life of I'epression. 

He had from pride, chance, or loftiness of soul been’ 
to his vows, but he had not been able to 'guard 
his oelief. Science had demolished faith; dogma had 
famted uathin him. 

Then, as he examined himself, he felt that his soul 
was mutilated, he could not nullify his priestly oath 
but tried to remake himself man, though in an austere 
fashion. His family had been taken from him* he 
adopted his country. A wafe had been refused him* 
he espoused humanity. But this enormous fullness 
IS at the bottom emptiness. 
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His peasant parents, in devoting him to the priest- 
hood, had desired to raise him above the common 
people; he voluntaril}’’ returned to them. 

He went back with a passionate energy. He regar- 
ded the suiiering with a terrible tenderness. From 
priest he had become philosopher, and from philosopher 
athlete, ^^^li]e Louis still lived, Cimourdain felt 
himself vaguelj^ Republican. But belonging to what 
Republic ? To that of Plato, perhaps, and perhaps 
also to the Republic of Draco. 

Forbidden to love, he set himself to hate. He hated 
lies, monarchy, theocracy, his garb of priest; he hated 
the present, and he called aloud to the future; he had a 
presentiment of it, he caught glimpses of it in advance; 
he pictured it awiul and magnificent. In his view, to 
end the lamentable wTetchedness of humanity required 
at once an avenger and a liberator. He \Yorshipped the 
catastrophe afar off. 

In 1789 this catastrophe^ arrived and found him 
ready, Cimourdain flung himself into this vast plan 
of human regeneration on logical 'grounds — ^that is to 
say, for a mind of his mould, inexorably ; logic knows 
no softening. He lived among the great revolutionary 
years, and felt the shock of tlieir mighty breaths : "89, 
the fall of the Bastille, the end of the torture of the 
people; 09 the 4th of August, '90, the end of feudalism; 
91, Varennes, the end of royalty; '92, the birth of the 
Republic, He saw the Revolution loom into life : 
he was not a man to be afraid of that giant; far from 
it. This sudden growth in everything had revivified 
him, and though already nearly old — ^lie was fifty, and 
a priest ages faster than another man — ^lie also began 
himself to grow. From 3^ear to 3^ear he saw events 
gain in grandeur, and he increased with them. He had 
at first feared that the Revolution wpuld prove abor- 
tive; he \vatched itjlit had reason and right on its side^ 
he demanded success for it likewise; in proportion to 
the fear it caused the timid, Ms confidence grew strong. 
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He desired that this lilinerva, crouned ^vlth the stairs 
of tlie future, should be Pallas also, v.'ith the Gordon's 
head fqr buckler. He demanded that her divine 
glance should be able at need to ding back to the 
demons their infernal glare and give them terror for 
terror. 

Thus he reached ’93. 

'93 was the war of Europe against France, and of 
France against Paris. And what was the Revolution ? 
It was the \dctory of France over Europe, and of Paris 
over France. Hence the immensity of that terrible 
moment, '93, grander than all the rest of the century. 
Nothing could be more tragic : Europe attacking 
France, and France attacking Paris 1 A drama which 
reaches the stature of an epic. ’93 is a j^ear of inten- 
sity. The tempest is there in all its wrath and all its 
grandeur. Cimourdain felt himself at home. This 
distracted centre, terrible and splendid, suited the span 
of his wings. Like the sea-eagle amid the tempest, 
this man preserved his internal composure and enjo3^ed 
the danger. Certain winged natures, savage yet calm, 
are made to battle the wands — souls of the tempest : 
such exist. 

He had put pity aside, reserving it only for the 
wretched. He de^^oted himself to those sorts of 
suffering which cause horror. Nothing was repugnant 
to him. That wus his kind of goodness. He was 
divine in his readiness to succour what was loathsome. 
He searched for ulcers in order that he might kiss them. 
Noble actions with a revolting exterior are the most 
difficult to undertake; he preferred such. One day 
at the Hotel Dieu a man w^as dying, suffocated by a 
tumour in the throat — a foetid, frightful abscess — 
contagious, perhaps, which must be at once opened. 
Cimourdain W'as there he put his lips to the tumour, 
sucked it, spitting it out as his mouth filled, and so 
emptied the abscess and saved the man. As he still 
wore his priest's dress at the time, some one said to 
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liim, 'If yoil were to do that for the King, you would 
be made a bishop. 'I would not do it for the King,' 
Cimourdain replied. The act and the response 
rendered him popular in the sombre quarters of Paris. 

They gave him so great a popularity that he could 
do what he liked with those who suffered, wept, and 
threatened. At the period of the public wrath against 
monopolists, a v^Tath which was prolific in mistakes, 
Cimourdain by a word prevented the pillage of a boat 
loaded with soap at the Quay Saint Nicholas, and 
dispersed the furious bands who were stopping the 
carriages at the barrier of Saint Lazare. 

It was he who', two days after the loth of August, 
headed the people to overthrow the statues of the 
kings. They slaughtered as they fell : in the Place 
Vendbme, a woman called Reine Violet was crushed 
' by the statue of Louis XIV., about whose neck she 
had put a cord, which she was pulling. This statue 
ff of Louis XIV. had been standing a hundred years : 

' it was erected the 12th of August 1692, it was over- 
' thrown the 12th of August 1792. In the Place de la 
[' Concorde a certain Guinguerlot was butchered on the 
\ pedestal of Louis XIV. 's statue for having called the 
demolishers scoundrels. The statue was broken in 
pieces. Later it was melted to coin, into sous. 
The arm alone escaped; it was the right arm, which was 
extended with the gesture of a Roman emperor. At 
^ Cimourdain's request the people sent a deputation 
; 5 with this arm to Latude, the man who had been thirty- 
seven years buried in the Bastille. When Latude was 
rotting alive, the collar on his neck, the chain about 
, his loins, in the bottom of that prison where he had 
been cast by order of that King whose statue over- 
; looked Paris, who could have prophesied to him that 
' I this prison would fall — ^this statue would be destroyed ? 

' that he would emerge from the sepulchre and monarchy 
- enter it ? that he, the prisoner, woiild be the master 
^ of this hand of bronze which had signed his warrant; 
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'Take care, Parisians ! There will not remain one 
stone upon another of your city, and the day ^rill 
come when the place where Paris stood shall be searched 
for/ 

This speech created the Eveche. Certain men — 
and, as v.*e ha^'e just said, the}? were men of all nations 
— felt the need of gathering themselves close about 
Paris. Cimourdain joined this club. 

The society contained reactionists. It was born out 
of that public necessity for violence which is the 
formidable and mysterious side of revolutions. Strong 
with this stren^h, the Eveche at once began its work. 
In tlie commotions of Paris it was the Commune that 
fired the cannon; it was the Eveche that sounded the 
tocsin. 

In his implacable ingenuousness Cimourdain believed 
that everything in the service of truth is justice, 
which rendered him fit to dominate the extremists on 
either side. Scoundrels felt that he was honest, and 
v/ere satisfied. Crime is flattered by having \’irtue 
to preside over it. It is at once troublesome and pleas- 
ant. Palloy, the architect who had turned to account 
the demolition of the Bastille, selling its stones to his 
own profit, and who, appointed to whitewash the cell 
of Louis XVI.., in his zeal covered the wall with bars, 
chains, and iron rings; Gouchon, the suspected orator 
of the P'aubourg Saint Antoine, whose quittances 
were afterwards found; Fournier, the American, who 
on the 17th of July fired at Lafayette a pistol-shot, 
paid for, it was said, by Lafayette himself; Henriol, 
who had come out of Bicetre, and who had been valet, 
mountebank, robber, and spy before being a general 
and turning the guns on the Convention; I^a Regnie, 
formerly grand- vicar of Chartres, who had replaced his 
breviary by 'The Pere Duchesne’ — all these men were 
held in respect by Cimourdain, and at certain moments, 
to keep the worst of them from stumbling, it was 
sufficient to feel his redoubtable and believing candouj' 
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as a judgment before them. It was thus that Saint- 
Just terrified Schneider. At the same^ time, the 
majority of the Ev6che, composed principally as it 
was of poor and violent men who were honest, believed 
in Cimourdain and followed him. He had for curate 
or aide-de-camp, as you please, that other Republican 
priest, Danjou, whom the people loved on account of 
his height, and had christened Abbe Six-Foot. Cimour- 
dain could have led where he would that intrepid 
chief called General la Pique, and that bold Truchon 
named the Great Nicholas, who had tried to save 
Madame de Lamballe, and had given her his ann, and 
made her spring over the corpses — ^an attempt which 
would have succeeded had it not been for the ferocious 
pleasantry of the barber Chariot. 

• Tbe Commune watched the Convention; the Eveclie 
watched the Commune. Cimourdain, naturally up- 
right, and detesting intrigue, had broken more than 
one mysterious thread in the hand of Pache, whom 
Beurnonville called ‘the black man.' Cimourdain at 
the Eveche was on confidential terms with all. He 
was consulted by Dotsent and Mormoro. He spoke 
Spanish with Gusman, Italian with Ko, English with 
Arthur, Flemish with Pereyra, German with the 
Austrian Proly, the bastard of a prince. He created 
harmony between ' these discordances. Hence his 
position was obscure and strong. Hebert feared him. 

In these times and among these tragic groups Cimour- 
dain possessed the power of the inexorable. He was 
an impeccable, who believed himself infallible. No 
person had ever seen him weep. He was Virtue in- 
accessible and glacial. He was the terrible offspring 
of Justice. 

There is no half-v/ay possible to a priest in a revolu- 
tion. A priest can only give himself up to this wild 
and prodigious chance either from the highest or the 
lowest motive : he must be infamous, or he must be 
sublime. Cimourdain was sublime, but in isolation, in 
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rugged inaccessibility, in inhospitable secretiveness — 
sublime amid a circle of precipices. Lofl}^ mountains 
possess this sinister purity, 

■ Cimourdain had the appearance of an ordinary man — 
dressed in evetyday garments, poor in aspect. When 
young he had been tonsured; as an old man he was 
bald. What little hair he had left was gray. His 
forehead was broad, and to the acute observ^er it 
revealed his character. Cimourdain had an abrupt 
way of spealdng which w’as passionate and solemn; his 
voice was quid:*, his accent peremptor}^; his mouth 
bitter and sad; liis eye clear and profound; and over 
his whole countenance an indescribable haughty 
expression. 

Such was Cimourdain. 

No one now knows his narn'e. History has many of 
these great Unkno\ra. 


CHAPTER III 

A PART MOT DIPPED IN STYX 

Was such a man indeed a man ? Could the servant of 
the human race know fondness ? \yas he not too en- 
tirely a soul to possess a heart ? This widespread em- 
brace, which included everything and everybody, 
could it narrow itself down to one ? Could Cimourdain 
love ? We answer — Yes. 

WTien young, and tutor in an almost princely family, 
he had had a pupil whom he loved— the son and heir of 
the house. It is so easy to love a child. W^hat can one 
not pardon a child ? One forgives him for being a 
lord, a prince, a king. The innocence of his age makes 
one forget the crime of race. The feebleness of the 
creature causes one to overlook the exaggeration of 
rank. He is so little that one forgives him for being 
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great. The slave forgives him for being his master. 
The old negro idolises the white nursling. Ciniourdain 
had conceived a passion for his pupil. Cliildhood is 
so ineffable that one may unite all affections upon it. 
Cimourdain’s whole power of loving prostrated ffself, 
so to speak, before this boy; that sweet, innocent being 
became a sort of prey for that heart condemned to 
solitude. He loved with a mingling of all tenderness— 
as father, as brother, as friend, as maker. The child 
was his son, not of his flesh, but of his mind. He was 
not the father and this was not his work; but he was the 
master, and this his masterpiece. Of this little lord 
he had made a man. Who knows ? Perhaps a great 
man. Such are dreams. Has one need of the permis- 
sion of a family to create an intelligence, a wll, an 
upright character? He had communicated to the 
young viscount, his scholar, all the advanced ideas 
which he held himself; he had inoculated him %vith the 
redoubtable virus of his virtue; he had infused into his 
veins his own convictions, his own conscience and 
ideal; into this brain of an aristocrat he had poured 
the soul of the people. , 

The spirit suckles; the intelligence is a breast. _ There 
is an analogy between the nurse who gives her milk and 
the preceptor who gives his thought. Sometimes the 
tutor is more father than is the father, just as often the 
nurse is more mother than the mother. 

This deep spiritual paternity bound Cimourdain to 
his pupil. The very sight of the child softened 
him. 

Let us add this : to replace the father was easy; the 
boy no longer had one. He was an orphan — his father 
and mother were both dead. To keep watch over him 
he had only a blind grandmother and an absent great-* 
uncle. The grandmother died; the great-uncle, head 
of the family, a soldier and a man of high rank, pro\dded 
with appointments at court, avoided the old family 
dungeon, lived at Versailles, went forth with the army. 
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and left the orphan alone in the solitary castle. 
So the preceptor was master in every sense of the 
• word. 

Let US add still further, Cimourdain had seen the 
child bom. The bo5^ while ver5^ little, was seized with 
> a severe illness. In this peril of death Cimourdain 
watched day and night. It is the physician who 
prescribes, it is the nurse who saves, and Cimourdain 
saved the child. Not only did his pupil owe to him 
education, instruction, science, but he owed him also 
. convalescence and health; not only did his pupil owe 
. him the development of his mind, he owed him life 
itself. We worship those who owe us all; Cimourdain 
adored this child. 

The natural separation came about at length. The 
education completed, Cimourdain was obliged to quit 
the hoy,^ grown to a young man. With what cold and 
unconscionable cruelty these separations are insisted 
I upon 1 How tranquilly families dismiss the preceptor, 
who leaves his spirit in a child, and the nurse, who leaves 
her heart's blood. 

Cimourdain, paid and put aside, went out of the grand 
world and returned to the sphere below. The partition 
between the great and the little closed again; the young 
lord, an officer b}’- birth, and made captain at the outset, 
departed for some garrison; the humble tutor (already 
at the bottom of his heart an unsubmissive priest) has- 
tened to go down again into that obscure ground floor 
of the Church occupied b}" the under-clergy, and Cimour- 
dain lost sight of his pupil. 

The Revolution came on; the recollection of that 
being whom he had made a man brooded within him, 
hidden but not extinguished by the immensity of 
public affairs. 

It is a beautiful thing to model a statue and give it 
life; to mould an intelligence and instil truth therein is 
still more beautiful. Cimourdain was the Pygmalion 
of a soul. 
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The spirit may own a child. 

This pupil, this boy, this orphan, was the sole being 
on earth whom he loved. 

But even in such an affection would a man like this 
prove vulnerable ? 

We shall see. 



BOOK THE SECOND 

I THE TAVERN OF THE RUE DU PAON 

I 

■ CHAPTER I 

I^IINOS, JEACUS, AND RHADAMANTHUS 

There was a tavern in the Rue du Paon which was 
^ called a cafe. This cafe had a back room, which 
is to-day historical. It was there that often, almost 
^fjsecretly, met certain men, so.powerful and so constantly 
' watched that they hesitated to speak with one another 
f in public. 

It was there that on the 23rd of October, 1792, the 
\ ]Mountain and the Gironde exchanged their famous 
kiss. It was there that Garat, although he does not 
admit it in his jMemoirs, came for information on that 
' lugubrious night when, after having put Claviere in 
' safety in the Rue de Beaune, he stopped his carriage 
on the Pont Ro5^al to listen to the tocsin. 

On the 28th of Junb, 1793, three men were seated 
about a table in this back chamber. Their chairs did 
not touch; they were placed one on either of the three 
sides of the table, leaving the fourth vacant. It was 
about eight o'clock in the evening; it was still light in 
tlie street, but dark in the back room, and a lamp, 
hung from a hook in- the ceiling — a luxury there-- 
lighted the table. 

The first of these three men was pale, young, grave, 
with thin lips and a cold glance. He had a nervous 
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movement in his cheek, which must have made it 
difficult for him to smile. He wore his hair powdered; 
he was gloved; liis light-blue coat, well brushed, was 
without a wTinkle, carefully buttoned. He wore nan- 
keen breeches, wffiite stockings, a liigh cravat, a plaited 
shirt-frill, and shoes \^ith silver buckles. 

Of the other tw'o men, one was a species of giant, 
the other a sort of dw'arf. The tall one was untidily 
dressed in a coat of scarlet cloth, his neck bare, his 
unknotted cravat falling dowm over his shirt-frill, his 
vest gaping from lack of buttons. He wore top-boots; 
his hair stood stiffly up and v/as disarranged, though 
it still showed traces of povrder; his very peruke was 
like a mane. His face was marked with smallpox; 
there w^as a powder betokening a choleric temperament 
bet\veen his browns; a vrrinkle that signified kindness at 
the corner of his mouth; his lips were thick, the teeth 
large; he had the fist of a porterand eyes that blazed. The 
little one w'as a yellow man, who looked deformed when 
" seated. He earned his head throwm back, the eyes w'ere 
injected with blood, there were livid blotches on his 
face; he had a handkerchief knotted about his greasy, 
straight hair; he had no forehead; the mouth was 
enormous and horrible. He wore pantaloons instead 
of knee-breeches, slippers, a waistcoat which seemed 
originally to have been of white satin, and over this 
a loose jacket, under w'hose folds a hard straight line 
showed that a poignard was hidden. The first of 
these men w^as named Robespieire; the second, Danton ; 
the third, ]Marat. 

They were alone in the room. Before Danton was 
set a glass and a dusty wme-bottle, reminding one of 
Luther’s half-pint of beer; before Marat a cup of coffee; 
before Robespierre only papers. 

Near the -papers stood one of those hea^’ 3 ^ round, 
ridged, leaden inkstands which will be remembered by 
men who were schoolboys at the beginning of this 
century. A) pen was thrown carelessly by the side of 
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the inkstand. On the papers lay a great brass seal, 
on which could be read Palloy fecit, and which was a 
perfect miniature model of the Bastille. 

A map of France was spread in the middle of the 
table. Outside the door was stationed Marat's 'watch- 
dog,’ a certain Laurent Basse, ticket-porter, of No. 18 
Rue des Cordeliers, who some fifteen days after this 
28th of June— say the 13th of July— was to deal a 
blow with a chair on the head of a woman named 
Charlotte Corda}'^, at this moment vaguely dreaming 
in Caen. Laurent Basse was the proof-carrier of the 
Friend, of the People. Brought this evening by his 
master to the cafe of the Rue du Paon, he had been 
ordered to keep the room closed when Marat, Danton, 
and Robespierre were seated, and to allow no person 
to_ enter unless it might be some member of the Com- 
mittee of Public Safety, the Commune, or the Eveche. 

Robespierre did not wash to shut the door against 
Saint- Just; Danton did not want it closed against 
Pache; Marat would not shut it against Gusman. 

The conference had already lasted a long time. It 
was in reference to papers spread 'on the table, which 
Robespierre had read. The voices began to grow 
louder. S5rmptoms of anger arose between these 
three men. From without eager words could be 
caught at moments. At that period the example of 
the public tribunals seemed to have created the right 
to listen at doors. It was the tune when the copying- 
clerk Fabricius Paris looked through the keyhole at 
the proceedings of the Committee of Public Safety— 
a feat which, be it said by the way, v/as not without 
its use, for it was this Phris who warned Danton on 
tte night before the 31st of March, 1709. Laurent 
Basse had his ear to the door of the back room where 
Danton, Marat, and Robespieire were. Laurent Basse 
served Marat, but he belonged to the EvechS. 
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CHAPTER II 

MAGNA TESTANTTJR VOCE TER UMBRAS 

Danton had just risen and pushed his chair hastih 
back. ‘Listen!* he cried. ‘There is only one thin^^ 
imminent — the peril of the Republic. I only knov 
one thing — ^to deliver France from the enemy. To 
accomplish that all means are fain All ! All ! All ‘ 
When I have to deal with a combination of dangers, / 
have recourse to every or any expedient; when I fea- 
all, I have all. i\Iy thought is a lioness. No half 
measures. No squeamishness in resolution. Nemesi' 
is not a conceited prude. Let us be terrible and useful 
Does the elephant stop to look where he sets l^is foot r 
We must crush the enem3^ ’ 

Robespierre replied mildly, *I shall be ver\’ glad. 
And he added, ‘The question is to know where th( 
enemj^ is.' 

‘It is outside, and I have cliased it there,’ said 
Danton. 

‘ It is \rithin, and I watch it, ’ said Robespierre. 

‘And I will continue to pursue it,’ resumed Danton. 

‘One does ndt drive awa}^ an internal enemy.’ 

‘ \\^at then do you do ? ’ 

‘Exterminate it.’ 

*I agree to that,’ said Danton in his turn. Then 
he continued, ‘I t^ll you, Robespierre, it is without." 

‘ Danton, I tell you it is uithin. ’ 

‘ Robespierre, it is on the frontier. ’ 

‘Danton, it is in Vendee.’ 

‘Calm yourself,’ said a third voice. ‘It is eveiy^- 
where, and you are lost.’ It was j\Iarat who spoke. 

Robespierre looked at him and answered tranquill3^ 
'Truce to generalities. I particularise. Here are facts. ‘ 



NINETY-THREE 131 

' Pedant ! ' giiimbled Slarat. 

Robespierre laid his hand on the papers spread 
before him and continued : 'T have just read you the 
despatches from Prieur of the i\Iarne. I have just com- 
municated to you the information given by that 
Gelambre. * Dan ton, listen ! The foreign war is 
nothing; the civil war is ever5rthing. The foreigii 
war is a scratch that one gets on the elbow; civil war 
is the ulcer which eats up the liver. This is the result 
of what I have been reading; the Vendee, r:p to this day 
divided between several chiefs, is concentrating her- 
self. Henceforth she will have one sole captain ’ 

'A central brigand,' murmured Danton. 

"Who is, ' pursued Robespierre, * the man that 
landed near Pontorson on the 2nd of June. You have 
seen who he v/as. Remember this landing coincides 
with the arrest of the acting representatives, Prieur 
of the Cote-d'Or, and Romme of Bayeux, by the 
traitorous district of Calvados, the 2nd of June — ^the 
same day/ 

'And their transfer to the Castle of Caen/ said 
Danton. 

Robespierre resumed : ' I continue my summing up 
of the despatches. The war of (.he Woods is organising 
on a vast scale. At the same time an English invasion 
is preparing; Vendeans and English — ^it is Briton with 
Breton. The Hurons of Finistere speak the same 
language as the Topinambous of Cornwall. I have 
shown you an intercepted letter from Puisaye, in whith 
it is said that "twenty thousand redcoats distributed 
among the insurgents vdll be the means of raising a 
hundred thousand more,” When the peasant insur-, 
rection is prepared, English descent will be made;. 
Look at the plan — ^follow it on the map. ' * z 

Robespierre put his finger on the chart and went;On : 
'The English have the choice of landing-place' ftom 
Cancale to Paimpol. Craig would prefer the* Bay of 
Saint-Brieuc; Cornwallis, the Bay of Saint-Cast. That 
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is mere detail. The left bank of the Loire is guarded 
by the rebel Vendean army, and as to the twenty-eight 
leagues of open country between Ancenis and Pontor- 
son, forty Norman parishes have promised their aid. 
The descent will be made at three points — ^Plerin, 
Iffiniac, and Pleneuf. From Plerin they can go to 
Saint-Brieuc, and from PIdneuf to Lamballe. The 
second day they will reach Dinan, where there are nine 
hundred English prisoners, and at the same time •&ey 
will occupy Saint- Jouan and Saint-M6en; they will 
leave cavalry there. On the third day two columns 
will marchi the one from Jouan-sur-Bed&, the other 
from Dinan-sur-Becheral, which is a natui^ fortress, 
and where they will establish two batteries. Tlie 
fourth day they \vill reach Rennes. Rennes is tie 
key of Brittany. Whoever has Rennes has the whole. 
Rennes captured, Chiteauneuf and Saint-Malo 
fall. There are at Rennes a million cartridges and 
fifty artillery field-pieces ' 

‘Which they wiU sweep off,’ murmured Danton. 

Robespierre continued : *I conclude. From Rennes 
three columns will fall, the one on Fougeres, the other 
on Vitr6, the third on Redon. As the bridges are cut, 
the enemy will furnish themselves — you have seen this 
fact particularly stated— with pontoons and planks 
and they will have guides for the points fordable by the 
cavalry. From Fougeres they will radiate to Av- 
ranches; from Redon to Ancenis; from Vitr6 to Laval 
Nantes will capitulate. Brest will yield. Redoii 
opens the. whole extent of the Vilaine; Fougfe-es gives 
them the highway of Normandy; Vitrd opens the road 
to^ Paris. In -fifteen days they will have an army of 
brigands numbering three thousand men, and all 
Brittany will belong to the Ring of France. ’ 

^‘That is to say. to the King of England,’ said 
Danton. 

' No, to the King of France, ’ 

And Robespierre added, ''‘-The King of France is 
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worse. It needs fifteen days to expel the stranger, and 
eighteen hundred years to eliminate monarchy. * 
Danton, who had reseated himself, leaned his elbou^ 
on the table and rested his head in his hands in a 
thoughtful attitude. 

‘You see the peril/ said Robespierre. ‘Vitre lays 
open to the English the road to Paris. ' 

Danton raised his head and struck his two great 
clenched hands 'on the map as on an anvil. 

‘Robespierre, did not Verdun open the road to 
Paris to the Prussians ? * 

'.Very well [ ' , 

'Very v/ell, we will expel the English as we expelled 
the Prussians.' And Danton rose again. 

Robespierre laid his cold hand on the feverish fist 
of the other. 

'Danton, Champagne was not for the Pnissians, and 
Brittany is for the English. To retake ^^erdun was a 
foreign war; to retake Vitr^ will be civil war. ’ 

And Robespierre murmured in a chill, deep tone, 
'A serious difference.' He added aloud, — 

' Sit down again, Danton, and look at the map instead 
of knocking it with 3^our fist.* 

But Danton was wholty given up to his own idea. 
‘That is madness!* cried he — 'to look for the 
catastrophe in the west when it is in the east. Robes- 
pierre, I grant you that England is rising on the ocean; 
but Spain is rising among the P3T:enees; Italy is rising 
among the Alps; and Germany is rising on the Rhine. 
The great Russian bear is at the bottom. Robes- 
pierre, the danger is a circle, and we are within it; 
On the exterior, coalition; in the interior, treason. In 
the south, Servaut half opens the door of France to 
the King of Spain. At the north, Dumouriez passes 
over to the enemy. For that matter he always menaced 
Holland less than Paris. Nenvinde blots out Jemappes 
and Valmy. The philosopher Rabaut Saint-Etienne, a 
traitor like the Protestant he is, corresponds with the 
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puilier I\rontcsquicu. The army is destroyed. There 
is not a battalion that has more llian four hundred 
men remaining; the brave regiment of Deux-Ponts is 
reduced to a hundred and hfty men; the camp of 
Pamars lias capitulated; there are only five hundred 
sacks of flour left at Givet; we arc falling back on 
Landau; Wurmser presses Klcbcr; Mayence^ succumbs 
bravety; Conde, like a cowaid, A'aicnciennes also. 
But all that docs not prevent Chancel, who defends 
Valenciennes, and old Feraud, who defends Conde, 
being heroes, as well as Meunicr wlio defended Mayence. 
But all the rest are betraying us. Dhandllc betrayed 
us at Aix-la-ChapclIe; Mouton at Brussels; Valence at 
Br^da; Neuilly at Liinbourg; I^Iiranda at 31aestricht; 
Stengel, traitor; Lanouc, traitor; Ligonnicr, traitor; 
iMcnou, traitor; Dillon, traitor, hideous coin of Du- 
niouriez. We must make examples. Custine's coun- 
ter-marches look suspicious to me; I suspect Cusline 
of preferring the lucrative prize of Frankfurt to the 
useful capture of Coblenz. Frankfurt can pay for 
your millions of war iribute; so be it. Wlial would 
that be in pmparison with crushing that nest of 
refugees ? Treason. I say, Meiinier died on the i 3 tli 
of June. Klebcr is alone. In the meantime, Bruns- 
wick strengthens and advances. He plants the German 
flag on every French place that he takes. The Mar- 
grave of Brandenburg is to dog the arbiter of Europe; 
he pockets our provinces: he uill adjudge Belgium to 
himself — you vill sec. One would say that we were 
working for Berlin. If this continues, and we do not 
put things in order, the French Revolution will have 
been made for the benefit of Potsdam; it will have 
accornplished for unique result ihe aggrandisement of 
the little state of Frederick II.. and" we shall liave 
killed the King of France for the King of Prussia's 
sake. 

And Danton burst into a terrible laugh. Danton's 
laugh made Marat smile. 
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‘ Y'ou have each one your hobby, ’ said he: ' Danton, 
yours is Prussia; Robespierre, yours is the Vendee, f 
am going to state facts in my turn. You do not 
perceive the real peril : it is this— the cafes and the 
gaming-houses. The Cafe Choiseul is Jacobin; the 
Cafe Patin is Royalist; the Cafe Rendezvous attacks 
the National Guard; the Cafe of the Porte Saint-Martin 
defends it; the Cafe Regence is against Brissot; the 
Cafe Coratza is for him; the Cafe Procbpe swears by 
Diderot; the Cafe of the Theatre Franfais swears by 
Voltaire; at the Rotonde they tear up the assignats; 
the Cafes Saint-Marceau are in a fury; the Cafe Manouri 
debates the question of flour; at the Cafe Foy 
uproars and fisticuffs; at the Perron the hornets of the 
finance buzz. These are the matters which are serious. ’ 

Danton laughed no longer. Marat continued to 
smile. The smile of a dwarf is worse than the laugh 
of a giant. 

‘Do you sneer at 5fourself, Marat ? ’ growled Danton. 

l^Iarat gave that convulsive movement of his hip 
which was celebrated. His smile died. 

‘Ah, I recognise you. Citizen Danton ! It is indeed 
you who in full Convention called me “the individual 
Marat.” Listen; I forgive you. We are playing the 
fool ! Ah ! I mock at myself ! ' See what I have 
done. I denounced Chazot; I denounced Petion; T 
denounced Kersaint; I denounced Moreton; I denounced 
Dufriche Velaze; I denounced Ligonnier; I denounced 
Menou; I denounced Banneville; I denounced Gensonnc; 

I denounced Biron; I denounced Lidon and Chambon! 
\\‘as I mistaken ? I smell treason in the traitor, and 
I find it best to denounce the criminal before he can 
commit his crime. I ha-\^e the habit of saying in the 
evening that which you and others say on the following 
dayi I am the man who proposed to the Assem.bly a 
perfect plan of criminal legislation. What have I 
done up to the present ? I have asked for the instruc- 
tion of the sections in order to discipline tnen. for the 
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Revolution; I have broken the seals of thirty-two 
boxes; I have reclaimed the diamonds deposited in 
the hands of Roland; I proved that the Brissotins gave 
to the Committee of the General Safety blank warrants; 
I noted the omissions in the report of Lindet upon the 
crimes of Capet; I voted the torture of the t}Tant 
during the twenty-four hours; I defended the battalions 
of j\Iauconscil and the Republicain; I prevented the 
reading of the letter of Narbonne and of Ivlalonet; 
I made a motion in favour of the wounded soldiers; 
I caused the suppression of the Commission of Six; I 
foresaw the treason of Dumouriez in the affair of IMons; 
I demanded the taking of a hundred tliousand relatives 
of the refugees as hostages for the commissioners 
delivered to the enemy; I proposed to declare traitor 
any representative who should pass the barriers; I 
unmasked the Roland faction in the tx*oubles at Mar- 
seilles; I insisted that a price should be set on the head 
of Egalite's son; I defended Bouchotte; I called for 
a nominal appeal in order to chase Isnard from the 
chair; I caused it to be declared that the Parisians 
had deserved well of the countr3^'. That is wh}' I am 
called a dancing-puppet by Louvet; that is why 
Finistere demands my expulsion; why the city of 
London desires that I should be exiled, .the cit\’ of 
Amiens that I should be muzzled; why Coburg wishes 
me to be arrested, and Lecointre Puira^'ea^l proposes 
to the Convention to decree me mad. Ah, there I 
Citizen Danton, why did you ask me to come to your 
conventicle if it was not to have my opinion ? Did 
I ask to belong to it ? Far from that. I have no 
taste for diaIo.gue 3 \rith counter-revolutionists like 
Robespieixe and you. For that matter I ought to 
have Imovm that you would not understand me; 3^011 
no more than Robespierre — RoLespierre no more than 
you. So there is not a statesman here ? You need 
to bo taught to spell at politics; you must have the dot 
put over the i. What I said to you meant this: 
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3'ou both deceive \fourseIves. The danger is not in 
London, as Robespierre believes; nor in Berlin, as 
Danton believes;_it is inParis. It consists in the absence 
of unit}^; in the right of each one to pull on his own side, 
Mmmencing with j'ou two; in the blinding of minds; 
in the anarch}' of wills 

'Anarchy ! ' interrupted Danton. ' Y^lo causes that 
if not you ? ’ 

Marat did not pause. ' Robespierre, Danton, the 
danger is in this heap of cafes, in this mass of gaming- 
houses, this croryd of clubs— Clubs of the Blacks, the 
Federals, the Y omen — ^tlie Club of the Imperialists, 
which dates from Clermont-Tonnerre. and which was 
the Monarchial Club of 1700, a social circle conceived 
by the priest Claude Fauchet; Club of the Woollen 
Caps, founded b}'the gazetteer Pradhomme, et cetera; 
without counting your club of the Jacobins, Robes- 
pierre— and your Club of the Cordeliers, Danton. The 
danger comes from the famine which caused the sack- 
porter Blin to hang up to the lamp of the H6tel de 
Ville the baker of the Jlarket Palu, Frangois Denis, 
and in the justice which hanged -the sack-porter Blin 
for having hanged the baker Denis. The danger is in 
the paper-money which the people depreciate. In 
the Rue du Temple an assignat of a hundred francs 
fell to the ground, and a passer-by, a man of the 
people, said, ‘ ‘It ts jwt u'oyth the ■pniiis of picking it up." 
Tlie stockbrokers and the monopolists — there is the 
danger ! To have nailed the black flag to the H6tel 
de Ville— a fine advance 1 You arrest Baron Trenck; 
that is not sufficient. I want this old prison intriguer’s 
neck wrung. You believe that you have got out of 
the difficulty because the President of the Convention 
puts a civic croivn on the head of Laberteche, who 
received forty-one sabre cuts at Jemappes, and of 
whom Chenier makes himself the elephant driver ? 
Comedies and juggling! Ah, you will not look at 
Paris I You seek the danger at a distance when it 
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is dose at Imncl. WTiat is the use of vour police 
Rob^pierre ? For you have j'our spies— Pazan a 1 
the Commune Coffinhal at the Revolutionar\’ Tribunal 
Da^^d at tlie Comniittee of General Safetv — Couthor 
at the Committee of Public ^Velhbeing. You see tliaf 
1 kno^v all about it. well, learn this : the danger 

over your heads; the danger is under ^•our feet; 
TOnspiracies— conspiracies — conspiracies ! l"he people 
• streets read the newspapers to one another and 

exchange nods; six thousand men, without ciric papers 
retried emigrants, Muscadins and Mathevons, are 
hidden in cellam and garrets and the wooden galleries 
of the^ Pdais Royal. People stand in a row at the 
bakers shops; the women stand in the doorwavs and 
clasp their hands, ciy^ing, “WTien shall we have peace ?” 
You may shut t'ourselves up as close as vou please 
in the haU of the E.xecutive Council, in order to be 
mone, ever}' word }'ou speak is known, and as a proof 
KobKpierre, here are the words 3 ’ou spoke last night 
to Sauit-Just: “Barbaroux begins to show a fat 
paunch; it trill be a trouble to him in his flight.” Y'es 
the danger is eveiytvhere, and above all in" the centre! 
In P^s the ^Retrogrades" plot, while patrols go bare- 
footed; the aristocrats arrested on the pth of March are 
ahead}' set at libert}’; the high-bred horses which ought 
to be harnessed to the frontier-cannon spatter rnud 
on us in the streets; a loaf of bread weighing four pounds 
costs three francs rivelve sous; the theatres plav 
mdecent pieces, and Robespierre \rill presently have 
Canton guDIotined.' 

‘Oh, there, there, ’ said Danton. 

Robespieire attentively studied the map. 

% needed,’ cried Marat abruptly, ‘is a 
^ctator. Robespierre, you know that I want a 
dictator/ 

Rob^pierre raised his head. 'I know, Marat— you 
or me. 

‘Me or 3 'ou, said Marat.’ 
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' Danton grumbled behveen his teeth, 'The dictator- 
ship; only try it 1 * 

Marat caught Dan ton's frown. 'Hold!' he began 
again : ‘One last effort.. Let us get some agreement. 
The situation is u'orth the trouble. Did we not come 
to an agreement for the da}^ of the 31st of Mary? The 
entire question is a more serious one .than that of 
Girondism, which was a question of detail. Thera is 
truth in what you say; but the truth, the whole truth, 
the real truth, is what I say. In the south, Federalism; 
in the west. Royalism; in Paris, the duel of the Convene 
tion and the Commune: on the frontiers, the retreat 
of Custine and the treason of Dumouriez. ^Vhat does 
all this signify ? Dismemberment. What is neces; 
sary to us ? Unity, There is safety; but we must 
liasten to reach it. Paris must assume the government 
of the Revolution. If we lose an hour, to-morrow the 
Vendeans may be at Orleans, and the Prussians in 
Paris. I grant you this, Danton; I accord you that, 
Robespierre. So be it. Well, the conclusion is — a 
dictatorship. Let us seize the dictatorship, we tliree 
who represent the Revolution.- We are the three 
heads of Cerberus. Of these three heads, one talks — 
that is you, Robespierre; one roars — that is you, 
Danton.' 

'The other bites, ' said Danton — ^'Ihat is you, Marat.' 

‘ All three bite, ' said Robespierre. 

There was a silence. Then the dialogue, full of dark 
threats, recommenced. 

'Listen, Marat. Before entering into a marriage, 
people mus t know each other. How did you learn what 
I said yesterday to Saint- Just ? ' 

‘That is my affair, Robespierre.' 

'Marat!' 

' It is my duty to enlighten myself, and my business 
to inform m3^seif . * 

'Marat!' 

' I like to know things. ' 
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'Marat r 

'Robespierre, I know what you say to Saint-Just , 
as I know what Danton says to Lacroix; as I know whal ‘ 
passes on the Qua}’’ of the .Theatins, at the H6tc; , 
Labriffe, the den where the n3mphs of the emigration 
meet; as I Imow what happens in the house of the 
Thilles, near.Gonesse, which belongs to Valmcrange, ; 
former administrator of the ports, where since 2>Iauiy’ 
and Cazales went; where, since then. Sieves and '’er- ,■ 
gniaud went, and ^Yhere now some other one goes once . 
a week.’ In sajnng 'some other one,’ Marat looked 
significant!}’ at Danton. 

Danton cried, 'If I had two farthings’ worth of 
power, this would be teirible.’ 

Marat continued : ‘ I know what I am Ea}'ing to you, 
Robespierre, just as I know what was going on in the 
Temple tower when they fattened Louis X\T. there, 

BO well that the he-wolf, the she-woH, and the cubs ate 
up eight}’-six baskets of peaches in the month of 
September alone. During that time the people were 
starv’ing. I know that, as I know that Roland was 
hidden in a lodging looking on a back court in the Rue 
de la Harpe; as I know that 600 of the pikes of July 
14 were manufactured by Faure, the Duke of Orleans’s 
locksmith; as I know what they do in the house of 
Saint-Hilaire, mistress of Silleiy. On the da}^ when 
there is to be a ball, it is old Siller}’ himself who chalks 
the floor of the yellow saloon of the Rue Neuve des 
Mathurins. Buzot and Kersaint dined there. Saladin 
dined there on the 27th, and with whom, Robespierre ? 
With your friend L^ource.’ 

'Jlere words,’ muttered Robespierre. ‘Lasource is 
not my friend.’ 

And he added thoughtfully, 'In the meanwhile 
there are in London eighteen manufactories of false 
assignats.’ 

hlarat went on in a voice still tranquil, though it 
had a slight tremulousness that was threatening: 
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‘You are the faction of the All-Impoi*tants ! Yes; 

I know ever}^thing, in spite of \vhat Saint- Just calls 

"'the silence of State“ ^ 

Marat emphasised these last words, looked at 
Robespierre, and continued, — 

'I know what is said at your table the da3'S when 
Lebas invites David to come and eat the dinner cooked 
by his betrothed, Elizabeth Duplay — 3^our future 
sister-in-law, Robespierre. I am the far-seeing eye 
of the people, and from the bottom of my cave I watch. 
Yes, 1 see; 3"es, I hear; yes, I know I Little things 
content 3^ou. You admire 3^ourselves, Robespierre 
poses to be contemplated his Madame de Chaiabre, 
the daughter of that Marquis de Chalabre who pla3^ed 
whist with Louis XV. the evening Damiens \vas exe- 
cuted. Yes, yes ; heads are carried high. Saint- Just 
lives in a cravat. Legendre's dress is scrupulously 
correct — ^new frock coat and white w’aistcoat, and a 
shirt-frill to make people forget his apron. Robes- 
pierre imagines that history will be interested to kno\v 
that he wtoc an olive-coloured frock coat d la Con- 
stiimnie, and a sky-blue dress coat a la Conveniioiu 
He had his portrait hanging on all the walls of his 
chamber ^ 

Robespierre interrupted him in a voice even more 
composed than Marat's own: ‘And you, Marat, 
have 3’ours in all the sewers. ' 

They continued this style of conversation, in which 
the slowness of their voices emphasised the violence of 
the attacks and retorts, and added a certain irony 
to menace. 

‘ Robespierre, you havecalled those wdiodesiretheover- 
throw of thrones "the Don Quixotesof the human race." ' 

'And you, Marat, after the 4th of August, in No. 559 
of the irirnd. of ilia People (ah, I have remembered 
the number; it may be useful)-~you demanded that 
the titles of the nobility should be restored to them. 
Y'ou said, "A duke is ahvays a duke," ' 
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‘Robespierre, in the sitting of December 7th jmu 
defended the woman Roland against \'iard/ 

‘Just as my brother defended 3’ou, Marat, when you 
were attacked by the Jacobin Club, What does that 
prove? Nothing!* 

‘Robespierre, we know the cabinet of tiie Tuileries 
where you said to Marat, ‘T am tired of the Revolu- 
tion!*’^' 

‘Marat, it was liere, in this tavern, tliat, on the 
29th of October you embraced Barbaroux. * 

‘Robespierre, Vou said to Buzot, ‘The Republic! 
what is that ?** * 

‘Marat, it was also in this tavern that \'ou imdted 
three I^Iarseilies suspects to keep yon company. 

‘ Robespierre, yon hire a stout fellov; from the market 
armed with a club, to escort you home. * 

‘And yon, Marat, on the eve of the loth of August — 
you asked Buzot to help you, disguised as a jockey, 
to flee to Marseilles. ‘ 

‘During the prosecutions of September you hid 
yourself, Robespierre.’ 

‘And you, Z^Iarat, you showed \'Oui*self,* 

‘ Robespierre, you flung the red" cap on the ground. ' 
' Yes, when a traitor hoisted it. That which decorates 
Duraouriez sullies Robespierre.* 

‘Robespierre, \’ou refused to cover Louis XVI.’s 
head \rith a veil wliile Chateauvieux’s soldiers were 
passing. ' 

‘ I did better than veil liis head — cut it off. * 

Danton interposed, but it was like oil flung upon 
flames. 

. ‘Robespierre, Marat,* said he, ‘calm ^murselves.* 
Marat did not like being named the second. He 
turned about. ‘With what does Danton meddle?* 
he asked, 

Danton jumped up. 

‘With what do I meddle ? With this ! That we 
must not have fratricide; that there must be no strife 
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between two men who serve the people;- that it is 
enough to have a foreign war; that it is enough to have 
a civil \yar; that it is too much to have a domestic war; 
that it is I who have made the Revolution, and I will 
not permit it to be spoiled. Now you know what it 
is I meddle with 1 * ' 

Marat replied, without raising his voice, ‘You had 
better be getting your accounts ready. * 

‘ ‘My accounts!’ cried Danton. ‘Go ask for them 
in the defiles of Argonne — in Champagne delivered — in 
Belgium conquered — of the armies w^here I have 
already four times offered my breast to the musket- 
shots. Go demand them at the Place de la Revolution, 
at the scaffold of January 21st, of the throne flung to 

the ground, of the guillotine ; that widow ' 

’ Marat interrupted him : ‘ Tlie guillotine is a virgin 
Amazon; she exterminates; she does not give birth.’ 

'Are you sure?’ retorted Danton. ‘I tell you I 
will make her fruitful. ' 

'We shall see, ’ said I\Iarat. He smiled. 

Danton saw this smile, 

‘Marat,’ cried he, ‘you are the man that hides; I 
am the man of the open air and broad day. I hate the 
life of a reptile. It w^ould not suit me to be a wood- 
louse. You inhabit a cave; I live in the street. You 
hold communication with none; whosoever passes may 
see and speak with me. ’ 

‘Pretty fellow 1 will you mount up to where I live ? ’ 
snarled Marat. 

Then his smile disappeared, and he continued in a 
peremptory tone, 'Danton, give an account of the 
thirty-three thousand crowns, ready money, that 
Montmorin paid you in the King’s name under pretext 
of indemnifying you for your post of solicitor at the 
Chatelet.’ 

T made one on the 14th of July,’ said Danton 
haughtily. 

‘ And the Garde- Meuble ? and the crown diamonds ? * 
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‘I ^vas of the 6 th of October. ' 

‘ And the thefts of j^our alfer ego, Lacroix, in Belgium ? 

' I was of the 20th of June. ' 

* And the loans to the i^Iontansier ? " 

‘ I urged the people on to the return from 'x'arennes. ' 

'And the opera-house, built with monej^ that you 
furnished ? ' 

'I armed the sections of Paris.* 

'And the hundred thousand livres, secret funds of 
the IMinistry of Justice ? ’ 

'I caused the loth of August.* 

'And the two millions for the Assembty's secret 
expenses, of which you took the fourth ? ' 

' I stopped the enemy on their march, and I barred 
the passage to the kings in coalition. * 

' Prostitute ! * said Marat. 

Danton was terrible as he rose to his full Iieight. 

'Yes!* cried he. 'I am! I sold but I 

saved the world ! * 

Robespierre had- gone back to biting his nails. As 
for him, he could neither laugh nor smile. The laugh — 
the lightning — of Dantpn and the smile — the sting — of 
i\Iarat were both wanting to him. 

Danton resumed : ' I am like the ocean — I have my 
ebb and flow; at low water my shoals may be seen; at 
high tide yon mdy see my waves. ’ 

‘ Your foam, * said Marat. 

'My tempest / said Danton. 

Marat had risen at the same moment as Danton. He 
also exploded. The snake became suddenly a dragon. 

'Ah !* cried he. 'Ah, Robespierre I — ^Ah, Danton ! 
Y'ou vill not listen to me 1 Well, you are lost; I tell 
you so. Your policy ends in an impossibilit}’' to go 
farther; you have no longer an outlet; and yon do 
things which shut every door against you, except that 
of the tomb.* 

'That is our grandeur,* said Danton. 

He shrugged his shoulders. 
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Marat hurried on : ‘Danton, beware. Vergniaud 
has also a wide mouth, thick lips, and fro\vning eye- 
brows; Vergniaud is pitted too, like Mirabeau and like 
thee; that did not prevent the 31 st of May. Ah, you 
shrug your shoulders ! Sometimes a shrug of the 
shoulders makes the head fall. Danton, I tell thee, 
that big voice, that loose cravat, those top-boots, 
those little suppers, those great pockets — all those 
are things which concern Louisette. ' 

Louisette was Marat’s pet name for the guillotine. 

He pursued, — 

‘And as for thee, Robespierre, thou art a Moderate, 
but that will serve nothing. Go on — ^powder thyself, 
dress thy hair, brush thy clothes, play the vulgar cox- 
comb, have clean linen, keep curled and frizzed and 
bedizened; none the less thou wilt go to the Place de la 
Greve ! Read Brunswick’s proclamation ! Thou wilt 
get a treatment no less than that of the regicide 
Damiens ! Fine as thou art, thou wilt be dragged at 
the tails of four horses.' 

'Echo of Coblenz!’ said Robespierre between his 
teeth. 

‘I am the echo of nothing— -I am the cry of the 
. whole, Robespierre 1’ 

‘Ah, you are young, you!— How old art thou, 
Danton ? Four-and-thi^^ How many are your 
years, Robespierre? Thirty-three.— Well, I— I have 
lived ahvays. I am the old human suffering— I have 
lived six thousand years. ’ 

‘That is true,’ retorted Danton. ‘For six thousand 
years Gain has been preserved in hatred, like the toad 
in a rock;- the rock breaks, Cain springs out among men, 
and is called Marat. ’ 

‘Danton !’ cried Marat, and a Ihid glare illuminated 
his ej'es. 

‘Well, what?’ asked Danton. 

Thus these three terrible men conversed. 

They were conflicting thunderbolts 1 
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CHAPTER III 

A STIRRING OF THE INMOST FIBRES 

There was a pause in the dialogue; these Titans with- 
d^e^y for a moment each into Ms own reflections 

Lions dread hydras. ' Robespierre had grown verv 
pale, and Danton very red. A shiver ran tlirough th'- 
frames of both. • 

The wild-beast glare in Marat’s eyes Iiad died out' 
a calm, cold and imperious, settled again on the face of 
th^ man, dreaded by his formidable associates 

Danton felt himself conquered, but he would not 
jaeld. He resumed, — 

‘ Jfarat talks very loud about the dictatorship and 
unity, but he has only one ability— that' of breaking 
to pieces. ° 

Robespierre parted Ms thin lips, and said, ‘As for 
me, I am of the opinion of Anacharsis Cloots : Isav— 
Neither Roland nor Marat.' 

^^d I, replied Marat, ‘I say — ^Neither Danton nor 
Robespierre. 

He regarded them both fixedly, and added, ‘Let me 
give you adwce, Danton. You are in love— you think 
of marrying again j do not meddle any more uith 
politics — ^be v/isQ , ' 

And moving backward a step towards the door as if to 
go out, he made tliem a menacing salute, and said 
Adieu, gentlemen. ’ 

Danton and Robespierre shuddered. At this instant 
a voice rose from the bottom of the room, saving 
You are %vrong, Marat.’ ^ > r s- 

All three tomed about. During Marat’s explosion 
sorne one had entered unperceived by the door at the 
end of the room. 
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'Is it you, Citizen Cimourdain?' asked Marat. 
‘ Good-day. ’ 

It was indeed Cimourdain. 

'I say 3^ou are ^^Tong, Marat,’ he repeated. 

Marat turned green, which was his way of growing 
pale. 

‘You are useful, but Robespierre and Danton are 
necessar}’. Wiy tlireaten them ? Union, union, citi- 
zens ! Tile people expect unity. ’ 

This entrance acted like a dash of cold water, and had 
the effect that the arrival of a stranger does on a family 
quarrel — it calmed the surface, if not the depths. 

Cimourdain advanced towards the table. Danton 
and Robespierre knew him. They had often remarked 
among the public tribunals of the Convention this 
obscure but powerful man, whom the people saluted. 
Nevertheless, Robespierre, alwaj^s a stickler for forms, 
asked, — 

‘ Citizen, how did you enter ? ’ 

‘ He belongs to the Eveche," replied ^larat, in a voice 
in which a certain submission was perceptible. Marat 
braved the Convention, led the Commune, and feared 
the Eveche. This is a law. 

' ^Mirabeau felt Robespierre stirring at some unknown 
depth below; Robespierre felt Marat stir; Marat felt 
Hebert stir; Hebert, Babeuf. As long as the under- 
neath layers are still, the politician can advance; but 
under the most revolutionary there must be some 
subsoil, and the boldest stop in disma3^ when they feel 
under their feet the earthquake they have created. 

• To be able to distinguish the movement which 
covetousness causes from that brought about by 
principle, to combat the one and second the other, 
is the genius and the virtue of ^eat revolutionists, 
Danton saw that Marat faltered. * Oh, Citizen Cimour- 
dain is not one too many, ' said he. And he held out 
his hand to the new-comer.' 

Then he said, ‘Zounds, explain the situation to 
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Citizen Cimourdain. He appears just at the right 
moment, I represent the jMountain; Rob^pierre 
represents the Committee of Public Safety; Marat 
represents the Commune; Cimourdain represents the 
Eveche. He has come to give the casting vote.* 
‘So be it/ said Cimourdain, simply and gravely, 
‘ ^^Tiat is the matter in question ? ’ 

‘The Vendee,’ replied Robespierre. 

‘The Vendee!' repeated Cimourdain. 

Then he continued : ‘There is the great danger. If 
the Revolution perishes, she ^vill perish by the A^endfe. 
One Vendee is more formidable than ten Germanics. In 
order that France may live, it is necessary to IdU the 
Vendee/ 

These few words won him Robespierre. 

Still he asked this question, ‘ Were 3 ^ou not formerly 
a priest ? ' 

Cimourdain's priestl}? air did not escape Robespierre. 
He recognised in another that which he had within 
himself. 

Cimourdain replied, ‘Yes, citizen,' 

‘VTiat difference does that make?’ cried Danton. 
'WTien priests are good fellows, they are worth more 
&an others. In revolutionary times the priests melt 
into citizens, as the bells do into arras and cannon. 
Danjou is a priest ; Daunou is a priest; Thomas Lindet 
is the Bishop of Evereux. Robespierre, you sit in the 
Convention side by side with lilassieu. Bishop of 
Beauvais. The Grand \Tcar Vaugeois was a member of 
the Insurrection Committee of August loth. Chabot 
is a Capuchin. It was Dom Gerle who de^ed the 
tennis-court oath; it was the Abbe Audran who caused 
the National Assembly to be declared superior to the 
King; it was the Abbe Goutte who demanded of the 
Leg^lature that the dais should be taken away from 
Louis XVI.’s arm-chair; it was the Abb6 Grdgoire who 
instigated the abolition of royalty. ’ 

‘Seconded,’ sneered Marat, ‘by the actor Collot 
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d'Herbois. Between them they did the work : the 
priest overturned the throne, the comedian flung 
down the king/ 

^Let us get hack to the Vendee,’ said Robespierre. 

'Well, what is it ?' demanded Cimourdain. '’UTiat 
is tliis Vendee doing now ? ' 

Robespierre answered, 'This : she has found a chief. 
She becomes terrible. ' 

'Who. is the chief, Citizen Robespierre?’ 

‘A ci-devant Marquis de Lantenac, who styles him- 
self a Breton prince. ’ 

Cimourdain made a movement. 

‘ I know him, ’ said he; ' I was chaplain in his house. ’ 

He reflected for a moment, then added, 'He was a 
man of gallantry before being a soldier.' 

'Like Biron, w'ho %vas a Lauzun,' said Danton. 

And Cimourdain continued thoughtfully, 'Yes; an 
old man of pleasure. He must be terrible.' 

'Frightful,' said Robespierre, 'He bums fte vil- 
lages, kills the w^ounded, massacres the prisoners, 
shoots the women.' 

'The w'omen !' 

'Yes. Among others he had the mother of three 
children shot. Nobod}’’ know^ what became of the 
little ones. He really is a captain; he understands 
war, ' ^ 

‘Yes, in truth; replied Cimourdain; 'he was in the 
Hanoverian war, and the soldiers said, Richelieu in 
appearance, Lantenac at the bottom. Lantenac was 
the real general. Talk about him to your colleague, 
Husaulx.^ 

Robespierre remained silent for a moment; then the 
iialogue began anew between him and Cimourdain. 

'Well, Citizen Cimourdain, this man is in Vendee.' 

‘Since when ?’ 

‘The last three weeks.' 

'He must be declared an outlaw^' 

'That is done.' 

I' 
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‘ A price must be set on his head. ' 

‘It is done.’ . 

‘A large reward must be offered to whoever will take 
him.’ 

‘That is done.’ 

' Not in assignats.’ 

‘That is done.’ 

‘In gold.’ 

‘That is done.’ 

‘ And he must be guillotined. ’ 

‘That will be done.’ 

‘ By whom ? ’ 

‘By you.’ 

‘ By me ? ’ 

‘Yes; you will be delegated by the Committee of 
Public Safety with unlimited powers. ’ 

‘ I accept, ’ said Cimourdain. 

Robespierre made his choice of men rapidly — the 
quality of a true statesman. He took from the. port- 
folio before him a sheet of white paper, on which could 
be read this printed heading: ‘The French Republic 
One and Indivisible. Committee of Public Safety.’ 

Cimotirdain continued: ‘Yes, I accept. The ter- 
rible against the terrible. Lantenac is ferocious; I 
shall be so too. War to the death against this man. 
I will deliver the Republic from him, please God.’ 

He checked himself, then resumed : ' I am a priest. 
No matter; I believe in God. ’ ' 

‘ God has gone out of date, ’ said Danton. 

‘I believe in God,' said Cimourdain, unmoved. 

Robespierre gave a sinister nod of approval. 

Cimourdain asked : 'To whom am I delegated ?’ 

‘The commandant of the exploring dmsion sent 
against Lantenac. Only— I warn you — ^he is a noble- 
man.’ 

Danton cried out: ‘That is another which 
matters little. A noble ! Well, what then ? It is 
with the nobles as with the priests. '\^en one of 
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either class is good, he is excellent. Nobility is a 
prejudice, but we should not have it in one sense more 
uian the other — ^no more against than in favour of it. 
Robespierre, is not Saint-Just a noble ? Florelle de 
Saint- Just, zounds ! Anacharsis Cloots is a baron. 
Our friend Charles Hesse, who never misses a meeting 
of the Cordeliers, is a prince, and the brother of the 
reigning Landgrave of Hesse-Rothenburg. Montaut 
the intimate of Marat, is the Marquis de Montaut. 
There is in the Revolutionary tribunal a juror who is a 
priest — Vilate; and a juror who is a nobleman — Leroy, 
Marquis de Monflabert. Both are tried men. ’ 

‘And you forget,’ added Robespierre, ‘the foreman 
of the revolutionary jurj'. ’ 

‘Antonelle ? ' 

;^Vho is the_ Marquis Antonelle,’ said Robespierre, 
ij Danton replied : ‘ Dampierre was a nobleman the 
one who lately got himself killed before Conde for the 
Republic; and Beaurepaire, was a noble, he who blew 
his brains our rather than open the-gates of Verdun to 
the Prussians.’ 

‘All of which, ’ grumbled Marat, ‘does not alter the 
fact that on the day Condorcet said, “The Gracchi were 
nobles, Danton cried out, “All nobles are traitors, 
beginning vith Mirabeau and ending noth thee.’’ ’ 
Cimourdain’s grave voice made itself heard : ‘ Citizen 
Danton, Citizen Robespierre, you are perhaps right to 
have confidence; but the people distrusts them, and the 
people is not vTong in so doing, VTien a priest is 
charged ^vith the surveillance of a nobleman, the re- 
sponsibility is doubled, and it is necessaiy for the priest 
to be inflexible,’ 

I ‘True,’ said Robespierre. 

Cimourdain added, ‘And inexorable.’ 

Robespierre replied, 'It is.weU said. Citizen Cimour- 
d^._ You will have to deal with a young man. You 
,will have the ascendancy over him, being double his 
age. • It %vill be necessaiy to direct him, but he must 
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be carefully managed. It appears that lie po--e^5e5 
militar}^ talent — all the reports arc unanimous as tf 
that. He belongs to a corps which has been detacher 
from the Arm}^ of the Rhine to go into \"endec. He 
arrives from the frontier wliere lie was noticeable for 
intelligence and courage. He leads the cxplorin^c 
column in a superior way. For fifteen days he lias helc 
the old Marquis de Lantenac in clieck. " He restrain: 
and drives him before him. He wall end by forcing 
him to the sea, and tumbling him into it headlong 
Lantenac has the cunning of an old general and the 
audacity of a youthful captain. Tliis young man haJ 
already enemies, and those who are envious of him. 
The Adjutant-General Lechelle is jealous of him, and 
he is not willing that anybod}^ besides himself should 
beat Lantenac. The misfortune of the \'endean wai 
is in such rivalries. Heroes badly commanded— -that 
is w^hat our soldiers are. A simple captain of hussars 
Cherin, enters Saumur with trumpets playing ira 
he takes Saumur; he could keep on and*^ta]ce‘Cholet. 
but he has no orders, so he halts. All those commands 
of the Vendee must be remodelled. The Body Guards 
are scattered, the forces dispersed; a scattered armv is 
an army paralysed; it is a rock crumbled into dust. 
At the camp of Parame there are no longer anv tents. 
There are a hundred useless little companies" posted 
betw^een Treguier and Dinan, of tvhich a division micht 
be formed that could guard the whole coast, L^chcile, 
supported by Pallein, strips the northern coast under “ 
pretext of protecting the southern, and so opens 
France to the English. A half million peasants in \ 
revolt and a descent of England upon France — that ( 
is Lantenac's plan. The young commander of the I 
exploring column presses his sw^ord against Lantenac’s i 
loins, ^ keeps it there, and beats him without Lechelle'? I 
permission. Now Lechelle is his general, so Lechelle \ 
denounces him. Opinions are divided in regard to 
this young man, Ldchelle wants to have him shot. 
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The Prieur of the Mame wants to make him adjutant- 
> general. 

‘This youth appears to me to possess great qualities/ 
said Cimourdain. 

'But he has one fault 1 ’ The interruption came from 
Marat. 

'What is it ? ’ demanded Cimourdain. 

'Clemency/ said Marat. 

Then he added, 'He is firm in battle and weak after- 
' wards. He shows indulgence; he pardons; he grants 
merc^s he protects devotees and nuns; he saves the 
wives and daughters of aristocrats; he releases 
prisoners; he sets priests free/ 

'A grave fault/ munnured-Cimourdain. 

'A ‘crime/ said Marat. 

'Sometimes/ said Danton. 
j 'Often/ said Robespierre. 

1 'Almost always,' chimed in Marat. 

, 'When one has to deal \\ 4 th the enemies of the 
country — always/ said Cimourdain. 

Marat turned towards liim. ‘And what then would 
^ 3'Ou do with a Republican chief who set a Royalist 
chief at liberty ? ' 

, ‘I should be of Lcchelle's* opinion; I would have 
r/him shot.' 

' Or guillotined,' said Marat, 

\ 'He might have his choice,' said Cimourdain. 

/ Danton began to laugh, 'I like one as well as the 
'* other.' 

‘Thou art sure to have one or the other,' growled 
Marat. 

V His glance left Danton and settled again on 
‘ Cimourdain. 

’1 ' So, Citizen Cimourdain, if a Republican leader were 

;lo flinch, 3"0u would cut off his head ? ' 

'Within twenty- four hours,' 

'Well/ retorted Marat, 'I am of Robespierre's 
ippiuion; Citizen Cimourdain ought to be sent as 
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delegate of the Committee of Public Safety to the 
commandant of the exploring division of the coast 
army. How is it 3"ou call this commandant ? * 

Robespierre answered, ‘He is a ci-dcvani noble/ 

He began to turn over the papers. 

‘Get the priest to guard the nobleman, ' said Danton. 
'1 distrust a priest when he is alone; I distrust a noble 
when he is alone. When thej^ are together. I do not 
fear them. One watches the other, and they do 
well.' 

The haughty look alwa3's on Cimourdain's face grew 
deeper, but without doubt finding the remark just at 
bottom, he did not look at Danton, but said in his stem 
voice, — 

‘If the Republican commander who is confided to me 
makes one false step, the penalt3" will be death/ 

Robespierre, with his eyes on the portfolio, said, 
'Here is the name, Citizen Cimourdain. The com- 
mandant, in regard to w^hom full powurs will be granted 
3'ou, is a so-called viscount; he is named Gauvain ' 

Cimourdain turned pale. ‘Gauvain V he cried. 

j\Iarat saw' his sudden pallor. 

‘The Viscount Gauvain !' repeated Cimourdain. 

'Ves/ said Robespierre. 

‘Well ? ' said Marat with his e3’es fixed on the priest. 
There was a brief silence, wiiich Marat broke. 

‘Citizen Cimourdain, on the conditions named bv 
yourself, do V'Oii accept the mission as commissioner 
delegate near the Commandant Gauvain ? Is it 
decided ? ' 

‘It is decided,' replied Cimourdain. He grew’ paler 
and paler. 

Robespierre took the pen wliich Ia3' near Iiiin. wrote 
in his slow', even hand four lines on the sheet of paper 
wiiich bore the heading Committee of Public Safety. ^ 
signed them and passed the sheet and the pen to‘ 
Danton; Danton signed; and Marat, whose ev'es had 
not left Cimourdain's livid face, signed after Danton. 
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Robespierre took the paper again, dated it, and gave 
it to Cimourdain, who read, — 

•Year Oke of the Republic. 

•Full powers are granted to Citizen Cimourdain, 
delegated Commissioner of Public Safety near the 
Citizen Gauvain, commanding the Exploring Division 
of the Army of the Coasts. 

•Robespierre, 

•D ANTON. 

‘Marat/ 

And beneatli the signatures— June 28, 1793*^ 

The revolutionary calendar, called tlic Civil Calendar, 
^lad no legal existence at this time, and was not adopted 
by the Convention, on the proposition of Romme, until 
October 5, 1793. 

• While Cimourdain read, Marat watched him. 

[ He said in a half-voice, as if talking to himself, ‘It 
will be necessaiy to liave all this formalised by a decree 
of the Convention, or a special warrant of the Com- 
mittee of Public Safety. There remains something yet 
to be done.' 

‘Citizen Cimourdain, where do you live?' asked 
Robespierre. 

‘Court of Commerce.' 

'Hold; so do I too/ said Danton. 'You are my 
neighbour/ 

Robespierre resumed: ‘There is not a moment to 
lose. To-morrow you will receive your commission in 
form, signed by all the members of the Committee of 
Public Safety. This is a confirmation of the commis- 
sion. It will accredit 5'ou in a special manner to the 
acting representatives, Phillipeaux, Prieur of the Marne, 
Lecointre, Alquier, and the others. We know you. 
Vonv powers are unlimited. You can make Gauvain 
a general or send him to the scaffold. You will receive 
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your commission to-morrow at three o’clock. When 
shall you set out ? ’ 

‘At four,' said Cimourdain. 

And they separated. 

As he entered his house, Marat informed Simonne 
Evrard that he should go to the Convention on the 
morrow. 



BOOK THE THIRD 


THE CONVENTION 
CHAPTER I 

We approach the grand summit. Behold tlie Conven- 
tion ! 

The gaze grows steady in the presence of ' this 
height. Never has a more lofty spectacle appeared on 
the horizon of mankind. 

There is one Himalaya and there is one Convention. 

The Convention is perhaps the culminating point of 
histor\% 

During it . I.ivtime — ^for it lived — ^men did not quite 
understand what it was. It was precisely the grandeur 
which escaped its contemporaries; they were too much 
scared to be dazzled. Evei^^thing grand possesses a 
sacred horror. It is easy to admire mediocrities and 
hills, but M^hatever is too lofty, whether it be a genius or 
a mountain — an assembly as well as a masterpiece — 
alarms when seen too near. An immense height appears 
an exaggeration. ^ It is fatiguing to climb. One loses 
])reath upon accll\dties, one slips down declivities, one 
is hurt by sharp rugged heights which are in them- 
selves beautiful; torrents in their foaming reveal the 
precipices; clouds hide the mountain-tops; a sudden 
ascent terrifies as much as a fall. Hence there is a 
‘ greater sensation of fright than admiration. WTiat one ♦ 
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feels is fantastic enough— an aversion io the grand 
One sees the abyss and loses sight of the sublimity; 
one sees the monster and does not pcrcei^T the man^eL 
Thus the Convention was at first iude^ed. It was 
measured by the purblind — it, which needed to be 
looked at by eagles. 

To-day we see it in perspective, and it throws across 
the deep and distant heavens, against a background at 
once serene and tragic, the immense profile of the 
French Revolution. 


CHAPTER II 

The 14th of July had delivered. 

The loth of August had thundered, 

The 2 ist of September founded. 

The 2 ist of September was the Equinox— was 
Equilibrium. 

Libra — ^the balance. It was, according to the re- 
mark of Rousseau, that under this si^ of Equality and 
Justice the Republic was proclaimed. A constellation 
heralded it. 

The Convention is the first avatar of the peonies. It 
was by the Convention that the grand new page 
opened and the future of to-day commenced. 

Every idea must have a visible unfoMng; a habita- 
tion is necessary to any principle; a church is God be- 
tween four wafls; ever}" dogma must have a temple. 
WTien the Convention became a fact, the first problem 
to be solved was how to lodge the Convention. 

At first the Manege, then the Tuileries, was tdren. A 
platform was raised, scenery arranged — a great gray 
painting by David imitating bas-reliefs — ^benches were 
placed in order; there was a square tribune, parallel 
pilasters with plinths like blocks and long rectilinear 
stems; square enclosures, into which the spectators 
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croM^dcd, and which were called the public tidbunes; a 
Roman velarium, Grecian draperies; and in these right 
angles and these straight lines the Convention was in- 
stalled — the tempest confined within this geometrical 
plan. On the tribune, the Red Cap was painted in 
grat". The Royalists began by laughing at this gray 
red cap, this theatrical hall, this monument of paste- 
l:oard, this sanctuarj^ of papier-mache, this pantheon 
of mud and spittle. "How quickly it would disappear I 
The columns were made of the staves from hogsheads, 
the arches were of deal boards, the bas-reliefs of mastic, 
the entablatures were of pine, the statues of plaster; 
the marbles were paint, the walls canvas, and of this 
provisional shelter France has made an eternal dwelling. 

^^^len the Convention began to hold its sessions in 
the Riding School, the walls were covered ^vith the 
placards which filled Paris at the period of the return 
from ^^arennes. 

On one might be read : — The King returns . Any 
person who cheers him shall he beaten ; any person who 
insults him shall be hanged. 

On another : — Peace ! Hats on heads. He is about to 
pass before his jitdges. 

On another : — The King has aimed at the nation. He 
has Intng fire ; it is now the nation* s iimi. 

On another : — The Law ! The Law ! 

It was within those walls that the Convention sat in 
judgment on Louis XVI. 

At the Tuileries, where the Convention began to sit 
on the loth of iVIay, 1793, and which was called the 
Palais-National, the assembly-hall occupied the whole 
space between the Pa\dllon de THorloge (called the 
Pavilion of Unity) and the Pa^nllon Marsan, then named 
Pavilion of Liberty. The Pa^dlion of Flora was called 
Pavillon-Egalitd, * The hall was reached by the grand 
staircase of Jean Bullant. The whole ground-floor of 
the palace, beneath the story occupied b}' tlie assembly, 

‘ was a kind of long guardroom, littered vnih bundles and v 
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camp-beds of the anned troops who kept watch about 
the Convention. The assembly had a guard of honour 
styled ‘the Grenadiers of the Convention.’ 

A tricoloured ribbon separated the pdace where the 
assembly sat from the garden in which the people 
came and went. 


CHAPTER III 

Let us finish the description of that sessions-hall. 
Everything in regard to this terrible place is interesting. 

What fimt struck the sight of any one entering was a 
great statue of Liberty placed between two wide 
windows. One hunted and forty feet in length; 
thirty-four feet in width; thirty-seven feet in height; — 
such were the dimensions of this room, which had been 
the King’s theatre, and which became the theatre of 
the Revolution. The elegant and magnificent hail, 
built by Vigarani for the courtiers, was hidden by the 
rude tunber-work which in ’93 supported the weight 
of the people. This framework ^yhereon the pubhc 
tribunes were erected, had (a detail deserving notice) 
one single post for its only point of support. This post 
was of one piece, ten metres in circumference. Few 
caryatides have laboured like that beam; it supported 
for years the rude pressure of Ihe Revolution; it Sus- 
tained applause, enthusiasm, insolence, noise, tumult, 
riot — ^the immense chaos of opposing rages. It did 
not give way. After the Convention it witnessed 
the Council of the Ancients. The i8th Brumaire 
relieved it. 

Piercier then replaced the wooden pillar by coluihns 
of marble, which did not last so well. 

The ideal of architects is sometimes strange; the 
arcMtect of the Rue de Rivoli had for his ideal the 
trajectory of a cannon-ball; the architect of Carlsruhe, 
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a fan; a gigantic drawer would seem to have been the 
model of the architect who built the hall where the 
Convention began to sit on the loth of May, 1793 — 
it was long, high, and flat. At one of the sides of the 
parallelogram was a great semicircle; this amphitheatre 
contained the seats of t}\e representatives, but without 
tables or desks. Garan-Coulon, who UTote a great 
deal, held his paper on his knee. In front of 
the seats was the tribune; before the tribune the bust 
of Lepelletier Saint-Fargeau; behind was the 
President's arm-chair. 

The head of the bust reached a little beyond the ledge 
of the tribune, for which reason it was afterwards 
moved away from that position. 

' The amphitheatre was composed of nineteen semi- 
, circular rows of benches, rising one behind the other, 
\ the supports of the seats prolonging the amphitheatre 
into the two comers. 

Below, on the horse-shoe at the foot of the tribune, 
the ushers had their places. 

On one side of the tribune, a placard nine feet in 
length was fastened to the wall in a black wooden 
frame, bearing on t\YO leaves, separated by a sort of 
sceptre, the ‘Declaration of the Rights of Man'; on 
I the other side was a vacant place, at a later period 
I occupied by a similar frame, containing the Constitu- 
I tion of Year II., with the leaves divided by a sword. 

I Above the tribune, over the head of the orator, from a 
deep loge with double compartments always filled ^rith 
people, floated three immense tricoloured flags, almost 
horizontal, resting on an altar upon. which could be 
read riie wwd — ^L aw, Behind this altar there arose, 
I tall as a column, an enormous Roman fasces like the 
. sentinel of free speech. Colossal statues, erect against 
the. wall, faced the representatives. The President had 
.Lycurgus on his right hand and Solon on his left; Plato 
. ’towered above the Mountain. 

These statues had plain blocks of wood for pedestals, 
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resting on a long cornice which encircled the haU; 
and separated the people from the Assembly. The 
spectators could lean their elbows on this comice; ' 

The black wooden frame of the proclamation of the 
Rights of Man reached to the cornice and broke the 
regularity of the entablature, an infraction of the 
straight line which caused Chabot to murmur. ‘It 
is ugly, ’ he said to Vadier. 

On the heads of the statues alternated crowns of oak 
leaves and laurel. A green drapery, on which similar 
crowns were painted in deeper green, fell in heavy folds 
straight down from the comice of circumference and 
covered the whole wall of the ground floor cocupied 
by the Assembly, Above this drapery the wall was 
white and naked. In it, as if hollowed but b}^ a 
gigantic axe, \yithout moulding or foliage, were two 
stories of public tribunes, the lower ones square, the 
upper ones round. According to rule, the archivolts 
were superimposed upon the architraves. There were 
ten tribunes on each side of the hall, and two huge boxes 
at either end; in all, twenty-four. There the crowds 
gathered thickly. 

The spectators in the lower tribunes, overflowing 
their borders, grouped themselves along the reliefs of 
the cornice. A long iron bar, firmly fixed at the point 
of support, served as a rail to the upper tribunes and 
guarded the spectators against the pressure of the 
throngs mounting the stairs. Nevertheless, a man was 
once thro^vu headlong into the Assembly, -.he fell partly 
upon Massieu, Bishop of Beauvais, and thus was not 
killed; he said, ‘Hallo ! my, a bishop is really good 
for something!’ 

The hall of the Convention could hold two thousand 
persons comfortably — on the days of insurrection it 
held three. 

_ The Convention held two sittings, one in the day- 
time and one in the evening. 

The back of the President’s chair was curved, and 
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studded \\ith gilt nails. The table was upheld by four 
\nnged monsters, \vith'a single foot — one might have 
thought they had come out of the Apocalypse to assist 
' at the Revolution. 

On the President's table was a huge hand-bell, almost 
large enough to have served for a church; a great 
copper inkstand, and a parchment folio, which was the 
book of official reports. 

Many times freshly-severed heads, borne aloft on 
the points of pikes, sprinkled their blood-drops over 
this table. 

The tribune was reached by a staircase of nine steps. 
These steps were high, steep, and hard to mount. One 
day Gensonne stumbled as he. was going up. ‘ It is a 
scaffold-ladder,' said he. ‘Serve your apprentice- 
ship, ' Carrier cried out to him. 

In the angles of the wall, where the hall had looked 
too naked, the architect had put Roman fasces for 
decorations, with the axe turned to the people. 

At the right and left of the tribune were square 
blocks supporting two candelabra twelve feet in height, 
having each four pairs of lamps. There was a similar 
candelabrum in each public box. On the pedestals 
were car\’ed circles, which the people called ‘guillotine- 
collars. ' 

The benches of the Assembly reached almost to the 
comice of the tribunes; so that the representatives and 
the spectators could talk together. 

The outlets from the tribunes led into a labyrinth of 
sombre corridors, often filled with a savage din. 

The Convention overcrowded the palace and flowed 
into the neighbouring mansions — ^the Hotel de Longue- 
ville and the Hotel de Coigny. It was to the Hotel 
de Coigny, if one may believe a letter of Lord Brad- 
ford’s, that the royal furniture was carried after the 
idth of .August. It took two months to empty the 
■Tuileries., 

The committees were lodged in the neighbourhood of 
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the ball; in the Paviilon-Egalite were those of ^gis- 
Ir.tion, Agriculture, and Commerce; in the Pavilion of 
I ibertv were tlie Dianne, the Finance, 

Assignats, and Public Safety; the War Department 
was at the Pa\'ilion of Unity. 

The Committee of General Security communicated 
directly with that of Public Safety by an obscure 
pcissaee, lighted day and night vath a reflector lamp, 
where the spies of all parties came and went. People 
spoke there in whispers. 

The bar of the Convention was several times dis- 
placed. Generally it was at the right of the President. 

At the far ends of the hall the vertical partitions 
which closed tire concentric semicircles of the amphi- 
theatre left between them and the wall a couple of 
narrow, deep passages, from which opened two dark 
square doors. 

The representatives entered directly into the hall 
by a door opening on the Terrace des Feuillants. 

This hall, diml}" lighted during the day by dccp*set 
windows, took a strange nocturnal aspect, wlicn, with 
the approach of twilight, it \vas badly illuminated by 
lamps. Their pale glare intensified the evening 
shadow's, and the lamplight sessions were lugubrious. 

It \vas impossible to see clearly; from the opposite 
ends of the hall, to the right and to the left, indistinct 
groups of faces insulted each other. People met with- 
out recognising one another. One da}' Laiguelot, 
hunting toward tlte tribune, hit against some person 
in the sloping passage behvecn the benches. ‘Pardon, 
Robespierre,* said he. ‘For whom do you take 
me?' replied a hoarse voice. ‘Pardon, Marat,’ said 
Laiguelot. 

At the bottom, to the riglit and left of the President, 
were two reser\'ed tribunes, for, strange to say, the 
Convention had its privileged spectators. These 
tribunes w'ere the only ones that had draperies. In the 
middle of the arcliitrave two gold tassels held up ihe 
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, curtains. The tribunes of the people were bare. 
The whole surroundings were peculiar and savage, 
^yet correct.. Regularity in barbarism is rather a type 
of revolution. The hall of the Convention offered the 
most complete specimen of what artists have since 
called ‘the Messidor architecture’ ; it was massive, 
and 3"et frail. The builders of that time mistook 
symmetry for beauty. The last word of the Renais- 
sance had been uttered under Louis XV., and a reaction 
. followed. The noble was pushed to insipidity and the 
pure to ab5urdil3^ Prudery may exist in architecture. 
After the dazzling orgies of form and colour of the 
eighteenth centur5^ Art took to fasting and only allowed 
• herself the straight line. This" species of progress ends 
in ugliness, and Art reduced to a skeleton is the phenom- 
,enon which results. The fault of this sort of wisdom 
1 and abstinence is that the style is so severe that it 
becomes meagre. 

Outside of all political emotion, there was something 
in the very arcliitecture of this hall which made one 
shiver. One recalled confusedly the ancient theatre 
with its garlanded boxes, its blue-and-crimson ceiling, 
its prismed lustres, its girandoles with diamond reflec- 
tions, its brilliant hangings, its profusion of Cupids 
‘ and nymphs on the curtain and draperies, the whole 
royal and amorous idyl, painted, sculptured, gilded, 
which had brightened this sombre spot with its smile, 
where now one saw on every side hard rectilinear 
angles, cold and sharp as steel; it was something like 
Boucher guillotined by David. 
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CHAPTER IV 

But when, one saw the Assembly the hall was forgotten. 
Whoever looked at the drama no longer remembered the 
theatre. Nothing more chaotic and more sublime. A 
crowd of heroes; a mob of cowards. Fallow-deer on a 
mountain ; reptiles in a marsh. Therein swarmed, 
elbowed one another, provoked one another, threatened, 
struggled, and lived, all those combatants who to-day 
are phantoms. 

A convocation of Titans. 

To the right, the Gironde, a legion of thinkers; to the 
left, the Mountain, a group of athletes. On one side 
Brissot, who had received the keys of the Bastille; 
Barbaroux, whom the Marseilles troops obeyed; Kerve- 
l^gan, who had under his hand the battalion of Brest, 
garrisoned in the Faubourg Saint-Mar^eau; Gensonn^, 
who had established the supremacy of the representa- 
tives over the generals; the fatal Gaudet, to whom the 
Queen one night at the Tuileries showed fhe sleeping 
Dauphin; Gaudet kissed the forehead of the child and 
caused the head of the father to fall. Salles, the crack- 
brained denouncer of the intimacy between the 
Mountain and Austria. Sillery, the cripple of the 
Right, as Couthon was the paralj^ic of the Left. Lause 
Duperret, who having been called a scoundrel by a 
journalist, invited him to dinner, saying, ‘I know that 
by a scoundrel you simply mean a man who does not 
think like yourself. ' Rabaut Saint-Etienne, who com- 
menced his Almanac for lypo with this saying — ‘The 
Revolution is ended.’ Quinette, one of those who 
overthrew Louis XVI.; the ■ Jansenist Camus, who drew 
up the civil constitution of the clergy, believed in the 
miracles of the Deacon Paris, and prostrated himself 
each night before a figure of Christ seven feet high 
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.which was nailed to the wall of his chamber. Fouchet, 
a priest, who, with Camille Desmoulins, brought about 
ithe 14th of July; Isnard, who committed the crime of 
sa3nng, 'Paris vdll be destroyed,' at the same moment 
when B^uns^vick was saying, ‘Paris shall be burnt.' 
Jacob Dupont, the first who cried, 'I ani an Atheist,' 
and to whom Robespierre replied, 'Atheism is aristo- 
cratic.' Lanjuinais, stem, sagacious, and valiant 
Breton; Ducos, the Eurj^ales of Boyerfrede; Rebecqui, 
the Pylades of Barbaroux; Rebecqui gave in his resigna- 
tion because Robespierre had not 3^et been guillotined. 
Richaud, who combated the permanency of the 
Sections. Lasource, who had given utterance to 
the murderous apophthegm, '\¥oe to grateful nations 1 ' 
and who was afterwards to contradict himself at the 
^foot of the scaffold by this haughty sarcasm flung at 
the Mountainists, 'We die because the people sleep; 
you vnll die because the people awake.' Biroteau, 
who caused the abolition of imuolability to be decreed, 
who was also, without knowing it, the forger of the axe, 
and raised the scaffold for himself. Charles Villattc, 
who sheltered his conscience behind this protest, 
'I will not vote under the hatchet.' Louvet, the 
author of Fatiblas, who was to end as a bookseller 
in the Palais Royal with Lodoiska behind the counter. 
Mercier, author of the Picture of Paris, who ex- 
claimed, 'On the 2i5t of January, all kings felt for 
the backs of their necks ! ' Marie, whose anxiety w^as 
'the faction of the ancient ' limits. ’ The journalist 
Carra, who said to the headsman at the foot of the 
scaffold, 'It bores me to die. I would have liked to 
see the continuation.' Vigee, who called himself a 
grenadier in the second battalion of Mayenne and Loire, 
and who, when menaced by the public tribunals, cried, 
‘I* demand that at the first muraiur of the tribunals 
.w^e all withdraw and march on Versailles, sabre in 
hand.' Buzot, reserved to death by famine; Valaze, 
destined to die by his own dagger; Condorcet, who was 
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to perish at Bourg-la-Reine (now the Bour^-Egalitd), 
betrayed by the Horace which he had in ms pocket; 
Petion, whose destiny was to be adored by the crowd 
in 1792 and devoured by wolves in 1794; twenty others 
still— Pontecoulent, Marbpz, Lidon, Saint-Martin, Dus- . 
saulx, the translator of Juvenal, who had been in 
the Hanover campaign; Boileau, Bertrand, Lesterp 
Beauvais, Lesage, Gomaire, Gardieu, Mainveille, 
Duplantier, Lacaze, Antiboul, and at their head a 
Bamave, who was styled Vergniaud. 

On the other side, Antoine Louis Leon Florelle de 
Saint- Just, pale, with a low forehead, a regular profile, 
eye m3?sterious, a profound’ sadness, aged twenty- 
three. Merlin de Thionville, whom the Germans called 
FexierUufel — ^'the fire-devil.' Merlin de Douai, the 
guilty author of the Law of the Sttspecied. Soubrany, 
whpm the people of Paris at the first Prairial asked for 
their general. The ancient priest Lebon, holding a 
sabre in the hand which had sprinkled holy water; 
Billaud Varennes, who foresaw the magistracy of the 
future, vnthout judges or arbiters; Fabre d’Eglantine, 
who fell upon a delightful godsend — ^the Republican 
calendar, just as Rouget de Lisle had a single sublime 
inspiration — ^the Marseillaise; neither one nor the other 
ever produced a second. Manuel, the attorney of 
the Commune, who had said, ‘ A dead king is not a man 
the less.’ Goujon, who had entered Tripstadt, Neus- 
tadt, and Spires, and had seen the Prussian army flee. 
Lacroix, a lawyer turned into a general, created 
Chevalier of Saint Louis, six days before the loth of 
August. Freron Thersite, the son of Freron Zoilus. 
Ruth, the inexorable of the iron press, predestined to 
a great Republican suicide— he was to kill himself the 
day the Republic died. Fouche, wth the soul of a 
demon and the face of a corpse. Camboulas, the 
friend of Father Duchesne, who said to Guillotin 
‘Thou belongest to the Club of the Feuillant« but 
thy daughter belongs to the Jacobin Club.’ Jagot, 
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who to such as complained to him of the nakedness of 
the prisoners replied by this savage saying, 'A prison 
is a dress of stone.’ Javogues, the terrible dese- 
' crator of the tombs of Saint-Denis. Osselin, a pro- 
scriber, who hid one of the proscribed (Madame Charry) 
in his house. Bentabole, who, when he was in the chair, 
made signs to the tribunes to applaud or hoot. ^ The 
journalist Robert, the husband of Mademoiselle Keralio, 
who vTote ; ‘ Neither Robespierre nor Marat come to my 
. house. Robespierre may come when he wishes; 
Marat, never. ' Garan-Coulon, who, when Spain inter- 
fered in the trial of Louis XVI., haughtily demanded 
that the Assembly should not deign to read the letter 
of a king in behalf of a king.- Gregorie, a bishop, at 
first worthy of the primitive church, but who afterwards, 
, under the Empire, effaced Gregoire the Republican 
.1 beneath the Count Gregoire. Amar, who said. The 
whole earth condemns Louis XVI. To whom then 
appeal for judgment ? To the planets ? ’ _ Rouyer, 
who, on the 21st of January^ opposed the firing of the 
cannon of Pont Neuf, saying, ‘A king’s head ought to 
i make no more noise in falling than the head of another 

man.' . , 

Chenier, the brother of Andre; Vadier, one of those 
who laid a pistol on the tribune; Panis, who said to 
Momoro, ‘I wish Marat and Robespierre to embrace 
at ray table.' ‘VTiere dost thou live?’ ‘At Cha- 
renton.’ 'Anyrwhere else would have astonished me,’ 
replied Momoro. Legendre, who was the butcher of 
the French Revolution, as Pride had been of the 
English. ‘Come, that I may knock you down,’ he 
cried to Lanjuinais. ‘First have it decreed that I am 
! a bullock,’ replied Lanjuinais. CoUot d’Herbois, 
that lugubrious comedian who had the face of the 
antique mask with two mouths which said yes and no, 
approving with one while he blamed uith the other, 
' branding Carrier at Nantes and defying ChSlier at 
Lyons j sending Robespierre to the scaitold and Marat 
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to the Pantheon. G^nissieux, who demanded the 
penalty of death against whomsoever should have 
upon him a medallion of ‘Louis XVI., martyrised.' 
Leonard Bourdon, the schoolmaster, who had offered 
his house to the old men of Mont Jura. Topsent, 
sailor; Goupilleau, lawyer; Laurent Lecointre, mer- 
chant; Duhem, physician; Sergent, sculptor; David, 
painter; Joseph Egalite, prince. 

Others still — Lecointe Puiraveau, who asked that a 
decree should be passed declaring Marat mad. Robert 
Lindet, the disturbing creator of that devil-fish whose 
head was the Committee of General Surety, and which 
covered France with its one-and-twenty thousand arms 
called Revolutionary Committees. Leboeuf , upon whom 
Girez-Dupr6, in his Christmas of False Patriots, had 
made this epigram : 'Lehceuf vit Legendre et beugla.‘ 

Thomas Payne, the gentle American; Anacharsis 
Cloots, German, baron, millionaire, atheist; Hebertist, 
outspoken. The upright Lebas, the friend of the 
Duplays. Rov^re, one of those strange men who are 
wicked for wickedness' sake; for the art, from love of 
the art, exists more frequently than people believe. 
Charlier, who wished that ‘You’ should be employed 
in addressing aristocrats. Tallien, elegiac and fero- 
cious, who will bring about the 9th Thermidor for love. 
CambacSres, a lawyer, who will be a prince later. 
Carrier, an attorney, who will become a tiger. Lap- 
lanche, who will one day cry, ‘I demand priority for 
tlie alarm-gun. ' Thuriot, who desired the vote of the 
Revolutionary Tribunal to be given aloud. Bourdon 
de rOise, who challenged Chambon to a duel, denounced 
Payne, and was himself denounced by Hubert. Fayau, 
who proposed the sending of ‘an army of incendiaries’ 
into the Vendee. Tavaux, who, on the I3tli of April, 
was almost a mediator between the Gironde and the 
Mountain. Vernier, who proposed that the chiefs 
of the Gironde and the Mountain should be sent to 
serve as common soldiers. Rewbell. who shut hi mcplf 
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up in Ma3’encc. Bourbotte, who had his horse killed 
under him at the taking of Saumur, Guimberteau, 
who directed the army of the Cherbourg coast. Jard 
Pannllicrs, who managed the army of the districts of 
Rochelle. Lccarpcntier, who led the squadron of 
Cancale. Roberjot, for whom the ambush of Rastadt 
was waiting. Prieur of the ]Marne, who bore in camp his 
old rank of major. Levasseur de la Sarthe, who 
a word decreed Serrent, commandant of the battalion 
of Saint-Amand. to Idll himself. Rcverchon, ^laure, 
Bernard de Saintes, Charles Richard, Lcquinio, and 
at the summit of this group a ^lirabeau, who was called 
Danton. 

Outside the two camps, and keeping both in awe, 
rose the man Robespierre. 


CHAPTER V 

Below crouched Dismay, which may be noble; and 
Fear, which is base. I 3 cneath passions, beneath 
heroisms, beneath devotion, beneath rage was the 
gloomy cohort of the Anonymous. The shoals of the 
Assembly were called the Plain. There was everything 
which vacillates — the men who doubt, who hesitate, 
who recoil, who adjourn, who wait, each one fearing 
somebody. The ^fountain was made up of the Select; 
the Gironde of the Select; the Plain was a crowd. The 
Plain was summed up and condensed in Sid3^e3. 

Sieyes, a profound man, who had grown chimerical. 
He had stopped at the Tiers-Etat, and had not been 
able to mount up to the people. Certain minds are 
made to rest half-way. Sieytb called Robespierre a 
tiger, and was called a mole by Robespierre. This 
metaphysician had stranded not on wisdom, but 
prudence. He was the courtier, not the servitor, of 
the Revolution. He seized a shoKcI and went with 
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the people to work in the Champ dc Mars, harnessed 
to the same cart as Alexander dc Beauhimais. He 
counselled energ}’, but never showed it. He said to 
tl)c Girondists, ‘ Put the cannon on your side. ' Tlicrc 
were thinkers who were wrestlers; those were like 
Condorcet, with Vergniaud; or like Camille Desmoulins, 
with Danton. There w*ere thinkers whose aim v/as 
to preserve their lives; such w’cre with Sieyes. The 
vats that w^ork the most have their lees. Under- 
neath the Plain even was the Marsh, a hideous stagna- 
tion w'hich exposed to view" the transparencies of 
Egotism. There shivered the fearful in dumb expecta- 
tion. Kothing could be more abject. A conglomera- 
tion of shames feeling no shame; hidden rage; revolt 
under servitude. They were afraid in a C3Tiical 
fashion; they had all the desperation of cow'ardice; thc}^ 
preferred the Gironde and chose the i\Iountain; the 
final catastrophe depended upon them; the}’ poured 
toward the successful side; they delivered Louis X\T. 
to Yerjgniaud, \^er^iauci to Danton, Danton to 
Robespierre, Robespierre to Tallien. They put ^farat 
in the pillor}^ w’hen Ihing, and deified him when dead. 
They upheld everj-thing up to tlie day w’hen they over- 
turned everything. They had the instinct to give 
the decisive push to whatever tottered. In their eyes — 
since they had undertaken to sen-’e on condition tliat 
the basis w^ solid — to weaver w’as to betra}' them. 
They were number; they w’ere force; they w’cre fear. 
From thence came the audacit}’’ of turpitude. 

Thence came May 31st, the iith Terminal, the 9th 
Thermidor — ^tragedies twisted together b}^ giants and 
untied by dwarfs 
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CHAPTER VT 

Among these men full of passions were mingled men 
filled with dreams. Utopia was there under all its 
forms ; under its warlike form, which admitted the 
. scaffold, and under its innocent form, which would 
abolish capital punishment; phkntom as it faced thrones; 
angel as it regarded the people. Side bj' side with the 
spirits that fought were the spirits that brooded. 
These had war in their heads, those peace. One brain, 
Carnot, brought forth fourteen armies; another intel- 
,lect, Jean Debry, meditated a universal democratic 

I- federation. , • , • 

Amid this furious eloquence, among these shneking 
and growling voices, there were fruitful silences. 
Lakanal remained voiceless, and combined in his 
thoughts the system of public national education; 
Lanthenas held his peace, and created the primary 
schools; Rcvelliere L^pcaux kept still, and dreamed of 
the elevation of Philosophy to the dignity of Religion. 
Others occupied themselves with questions of detail, 
smaller and more practical. Guyton Morveaux studied 
means for rendering the hospitals healthy; Maire, 
the abolition of existing servitudes; Jean Bon Saint- 
Andr6, the suppression of imprisonment for debt and 
constraint of the person; Romme, the proposition of 
Chappe; Duboe, the putting the archives in order; 
Coren Fustier, the creation of the Cabinet of Anatomy 
and the Museum of Natural History; Guyomard, river 
navigation and the damming of the Escaut. Art had 
its fanatics and even its monomaniacs. On the 2 _ist 
of January, while the head of monarchy was falling 
bn the Place de la Revolution, B&ard, the representa- 
tive of the Oise, went to see a picture of Rubens, 
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wliidi lip.d been found in a ("arret in the Rue Saint- 
Lazarc« orators, prophets, nien-gianls,^ like 

Danton, child-nien like Ck^ots, gladiators, and philoso- 
]jh/rs, all had the same goal — Progress. Xothing 
ilisconcertcd thenn The grandeur of the Convention 
v/a^ the searching ho^v mucli reality there is in v*hat men 
call tlie impossible. At one extreme, Robespierre 
had lus eye fixed on Law; at the oilier, Condorcet had 
his fixed on Duty. Condorcet was a man of reverie 
and enlightenment : Robcsjiiene was a man of execu- 
tion, and sometimes in the final crisis of worn-out 
orders execution means extermination. Revolutions 
have two cun*ent5 — an ebb and a flow; and on these 
float all seasons, from that of ice to flowers. Each 
zone of these currents produces men adapted to its 
climate, from those who Ii\‘e in the sun to tho=e who 
dwell midst the thunder. 


CHAPTER VII 

Phoplh showed each otlier tlic recess of the left-hand 
]^as 5 agc, where Robespierre liad uttered low in the ear 
of Garat, Claviere's friend, this terrible epigram, 
' Cla\dere has conspired wherever he has respired. ' In 
tins same recess, convenient for words needed to be 
spoken a'^ide and for half-voiced cliolers, Fabre d'Eglan- 
tine liad quarrelled with Romme and reproaclied him 
for having disfigured his calendar b}’ changing Fervidor 
into Thennidor. So, too, was shown the angle where, 
elbow to elbov/, sat the seven rep^esenlati^'e3 of the 
Haute-Garonne wlio, first called to pronounce their 
verdict upon Louis XM., thus responded, one after 
the other : l^Iailhe, ‘Death:* Delmas, 'Death;* Projean, 
* Death; ' Cales, ' Death; * Ayral, ' Death; * Julien, 
'Death;* Desab 3 % 'Death.* 

Eternal reverberation, which fills all histor\% and 
wliich, since human justice has existed, has always 
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giv^ an echo of the grave to the wall of the tribunal. 
Peo^e pointed out with^their fingers, among that group 
, of stormy faces, all the men from whose mouths had 
come the uproar of tragic notes. Paganel, who said, 
‘Death! A king is only made useful by death.' 
^liUaud^ who said, ‘To-day, if death did not exist, it 
would b^ necessary to invent it. ' The old Raffron du 
Trouillet\'who said, ‘Sudden death T Goupilleau, who 
cried , ‘ The scaffold at once. Delay aggravates dying. ' 
Sieyes, who said, with funereal brevity, 'Death.' 
Thuriot, who had rejected the appeal to the people 
proposed by Buzot — ‘What I The primary assemblies! 
What ! Forty-four thousand tribunals 1 A case with- 
out limit. The head of Louis- XVI. would have time 
to whiten before it would fall.' Augustin Bon Robes- 
pierre, wEo, after his brother, cried, ‘ I know nothing of 
■ the humanity w^hich slaughters the people and pardons 
despots. Death 1 To demand a reprieve is to substi- 
tute an appeal to tjTants for the appeal to the people. ' 
Foussedoire, the substitute of Bemardin de Saint- 
Pierre, who had said, ‘ I have a horror of human blood- 
shed, but the blood of a king is not a man's blood. 
Death!' Jean Bon Saint-Andre, w^ho said, ‘No free 
people without a dead tyrant. ' Lavicomterie, w^ho pro- 
claimed this formula, ‘ So long as the tyrant breathes, 
Liberty is suffocated ! Death ! ' 

Chateauneuf Randon, w^ho had uttered this cty, 
‘Death to the last Louis.’ Guyardin, who had said, 
‘ Let the Barriere Renversee be executed. ’ The 
Barriere Renversee was the Barriere du Tr6ne. Tellier, 
who had said, ‘Let there be forged, to aim against the 
enemy, a cannon of the calibre of Louis XVI.'s head. ’ 
And the indulgents— Gentil, w^ho said, ‘I vote for 
confinement. To make a Charles I. is to make a 
Cromw^ell.' Bancal, wEo said, ‘Exile! I want to 
see the first king of the earth condemned to a trade 
in order to earn his livelihood.' Albouys, who said, 
‘ Banishment ! Let this living ghost go wander among 
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the thrones/ Zangiacomi, who said, ‘ConfinerrcntI 
Let us keep Capet alive as a scarecrow/ Chaillon, 
who said, * Let him live. I do not wish to make a dead 
man of whom Rome vill make a saint. ' 

Yliile these sentences fell from those severe lips and 
dispersed themselves one after another into hist or3^ 
women in lowmecked dresses and decorated vith gems 
sat in the tribunes, list in hand, counting the voices and 
pricking each vote with a pin. 

Where tragedy entered, horror and pity remain. 

To see the Convention, no matter at what period of 
its reign, was to see anew the trial of the last Capet. 
The legend of the’aist of Januarv^ seemed mingled vdth 
all its acts; the formidable assembly was full of those 
fatal breaths v/hich blew upon the old torch of monarchy 
that had burned for eighteen centuries, and extin- 
- guished it. The decisive trials of all Idngs in that 
judgment pronounced upon one king was like the point 
of departure in the great war made against the past. 
Whatever might be the sitting of the Convention at 
which one was present, the shadow of Louis XVI. 's 
scaffold was seen thrust forward within it. Spectators 
recounted to one another the resignation of Kersaint, 
the resignation of Roland, Duchatel, tlie deputy of 
the Deux-Sevres, wLo being ill, had himself carried 
to the Convention on his bed, and d3dngvoted the King’s 
Hfe, w’hich caused IMarat to laugh; and they sought 
with their eyes the representative whom history has 
forgotten — he wLo, after that session of thirtj^-seven 
hours, fell back on his bench overcome by fatigue and 
sleep, and wLen roused by the usher as his turn to 
vote arrived, half opened his eyes, said, * Death/ and 
fell asleep again. 

At the moment Louis XVI, W’as condemned to death, 
Robespierre had still eighteen months to live; Danton, 
fifteen months; Vergniaud, nine months; Iilarat, five 
months and three w*eeks; Lepelletier Saint-Fargeau, one 
day. Quick and teirible blasts firom human mouths i 
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, CHAPTER VIII 

The people had a window opening on the Convention — 
the public tribunes; and, when the window W'as not 
sulScienti they opened the door, and the street entered 
the Assembly. These invasions of the crowd into that 
senate make one of the most astounding visions of 
Iiistory. Ordinarily those irruptions were amicable. 
The market-place fraternised with the curule chair. 
But it was a formidable cordiality, that of a people who 
one day took within three hours the cannon of the 
Invalides and forty thousand muskets brides. _ At 
each instant a troop interrupted the deliberations; 
f deputations presented at the bar petitions, homages, 
offering. The pike of honour of the Faubourg Saint- 
Antoine entered, borne by women. Certain English 
offered twentv thousand pairs of shoes for the naked 
feet of our soldiers. ‘The Citizen Amoux,’ announced 
the Moniieitr, ‘ Cur^ of Aubignan, Commandant of the 
Battalion of Dr6me, asks to march to the frontiers, 
and desires that his cure may be preserved for him.’ 

Delegates from the Sections arrived, bringing, on 
hand-barrow's, dishes, patens, chalices, monstrances, 
heaps of gold, silver, and enamel, presented to the 
country by this multitude in rags, w'ho demanded for 
recompense the permission to dance the Carmagnole 
before the Convention. Ch'enard, Narbonne, and 
VaUiere came to sing couplets in honour- of the Moun- 
tain. The Section of Mont Blanc brought the bust 
of I^pelletier, and a woman placed a red cap on the 
head of the President, who embraced her. The 
citizenesses of the Section of the Mail ‘flung flowers' 
to .the legislators. 'The pupik of the country’ came, 
headed by music, to thank the Convention for haring 
prepared the prosperity of the century. The women of 
the Section of the Gardes Fran 9 aises offered roses; the 
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women of the Champs Elys&s Section gave a croTO of 
oak leaves; tlie women of the Section of the Temple came 
to the bar to swear ‘only to unite themseh'es wiih true 
Republicans. ’ The Section of ilolicre presented a medal 
of Franklin, which was suspended bj- decree to the 
crown of the statue of Liberty. The Foundlings— 
declared the Children of the Republic— filed through, 
habited in the national uniform. The young girls of 
the Section of Ninety-two arrived in long white robes, 
and the Moniieur of the following morning contained 
this line ; ‘The President received a bouquet from the 
innocent hands of a jmung beauty.’ The orators 
saluted the crowds, sometimes flattered them; they 
said to the multitude, ‘Thou art infallible; thou art 
irrepToachahle ; thou art sublime. ’ The people has an 
infantile side; it likes those sugar-lumps. Sometimes 
' Riot crossed the Assembly; entered furious and with- 
drew" appeased, like the Rhone which traverses Lake 
Leman, and is mud when it enters and pure and 
azure when it pours out. 

Sometimes the crowd was less pacific, and Henriot 
w’as obliged to come with his ‘bullet-heaters’ to the 
entrance of the Tuileries. 


CHAPTER IX 

At the same time that it threw' off revolution, this 
Assembly produced civilisation. Furnace, but forge 
too. In this cauldron, where terror bubbled, progress 
fermented. Out of this chaos of shadow, this turnul- 
tous flight of clouds, spread immense rays of light 
parallel to the eternal laws— rays that have remained 
on the horizon, \'isible for ever in the heaven of the 
peoples, and w'hich are — one. Justice; another. Toler- 
ance; another. Goodness; another. Right; another. 
Truth; another. Love. The Convention promulgated 
this grand axiom : ‘ The liberty of each citizen e7ids xoliere 
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ihe'Ubcriy of anoiher ciiizen commences which com- 
prises in two lines all human social law. It dedared 
indigence sacred; it declared infirmity sacred in the 
blind and the deaf and dumb, who became wards of , 
the State; maternity sacred in the girl-mother whom it 
consoled and lifted up; infancy sacred in the orphan', 
whom it caused to be adopted by the countr}^; innocence 
sacred iri the accused who was acquitted, whorh it 
indemnified. It branded the slave-trade; it abolished 
slavery. It proclaimed civic joint responsibilit}^. It 
decreed gratuitous instruction. It organised national 
education bv the normal school of Paris; central 
schools in the chief towns; primary schools in the 
communes. It created the Ticademies of music and 
the museums. It decreed the unity of the. Code, tlie 
unity of weights and measures, and the unity of calcu- 
lation by the decimal system. It established the 
finances of France, and caused public credit to succeed 
to the long monarchial bankniptcj'. It put the 
telegraph in operation; to old age it gave endowed 
almshouses; to sickness, purified hospitals; to instruc- 
tion, the Polytechnic School; to science, the Bureau 
of Longitudes; to human intellect, tlie Institute. _ At 
the same time that it was national it was cosmopolitan. 
Of the eleven thousand two hundred and ten decrees 
which emanated from the Convention, a third had a 
political aim, two-thirds a hurnan aim. 

It declared universal moralitj’’ the basis of Society, 
and universal conscience the basis of Law. And all 
that ser\’itude abolished, fraternity proclaime-u 
humanity protected, human conscience rectified, tR*- 
law of work transformed into right and from onerous, 
made honourable, national riches consolidated, child- 
Iiood instructed and raised up, letters and sciences 
propagated, light illuminating all heights, aid to all suf- 
ferings, promulgation of all principle— the Convention 
accomplished.havinginits bowels thathydra.the Vendee, 
and upon its shoulders that heap of tigers, the kings. 
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CHAPTER X 

STUPII^’DOUS concourse ! All types were there — 
human, inhuman, superhuman. Epic gathering of 
antagonisms. GuiUotin avoiding David, Bazire insult- 
ing Chabot, Gaudet mocking Saint- Just, Vergniaud 
disdaining Danton, Lou vet attacking Robespierre, 
Buzot denouncing Egalite, Chambon branding Pache, 
all execrating Llarat. And how man}^ names remain 
still to be registered I Armomille, st 5 ded Bonnet 
Rouge, because he ahvaj’s attended the sittings in a 
Phrygian cap, a friend of Robespierre, and cashing, 
'after Louis XVL, to guillotine Robespierre in order to 
restore an equilibrium. ' Massieu, colleague and coun- 
terpart of that good Lamourette, a bishop destined to 
leave his name to a kiss. Lehardy du Morbihan, 
stigmatising the priests of Brittany: Barere, the man 
of majorities, who presided, when Louis XVI. appeared 
at the bar, and who was to Pamela what Louvet was 
to Lodoiska; the Oratorian Dannou, who said, 'Let 
us gain time;' Dubois Craned, close to whose ear 
leant Marat; the Marquis de Chateauneuf, Laclos, 
Herault de Sechelles, who recoiled before Henriot, 
crjnng, ' Gunners, to jj'our pieces 1 ’ Julien, who compared 
the Llountain to Thermopyls; Gamon, who desired a 
public tribune reserved solel3^ for w’omen; Lalo3^ who 
adjudged the honouis of the seance to the Bishop 
Gobel coming into the Convention to lay down his 
mitre and put on the red cap; Lecomte, who exclaimed, 
‘So the honours are for whosoever vill unfrock him- 
seH!' 

Feraud, whose head Boiss 3 ? d’ Anglais saluted, lea^dng 
this question to histor 3 ^, 'Did d' Anglais salute the head, 
that is to say the victim, or the pike, that is to 
the assassins ? * The two brothers Duprat, one a 
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. member of the Mountain, the other of the Gironde, who 
hated each other like the two brothers Chenier. 

^ At this tribune were uttered those mysterious words 
which sometimes possess unconsciously to those who 
pronounce^ them the prophetic accent of revolu- 
tions, and in whose wake material facts appear suddenly 
to assume an inexplicable discontent and passion, 
as if they had taken umbrage at the things just heard; 
events seem angered by words; catastrophes follow 
furious, and as if exasperated by the speech of men. 
Thus a voice upon a mountain suffices to set the 
avalanche in motion. A word too much may be 
followed by a landslip. If no one had spoken, the 
catastrophe would not have iiappened. You might 
say sometimes that events are irascible. 

It was thus, by the chance of an orator's misunder- 
stood word, that Madame Elizabeth's head fell. At 
the Convention intemperance of language was a right. 
Threats flew about and crossed one another like sparks 
in a conflagration. 

Peiion : ‘Robespierre, come to the point.' 

Robespierre: ‘The point is yourself, Pdtion; I shall 
come to it, and you will see it. ' 

A voice: ‘Death to Marat.' 

Marat: ‘The day Marat dies there ^vill be no more 
Paris, and the day that Paris expires there will be no 
longer a Republic.' 

Billaud Varennes rises, and says, ‘We wish ' 

Barere interrupts him ; ‘Thou speakest like a king.' 

Another day, Philippeaux says, ‘A member has 
drawn his sword upon me. ' 

Audoxdn: 'President, call the assassin to order.' 

The President: 'Wait.' 

Panis : ‘ President, I call you to order, I ! ’ 

There was, moreover, rude laughter. 

'Lccointre : 'The cur6 of Chant de Bout complains of 
Fauchet, his bishop, who forbids his marrying. ' 

A voice: 'I do not see why Fauchet, who ha? 
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mistresses, should vdsh to hinder others from having 
wives. ' 

.-t sccovd voice : 'Priest, talrc a wife !" 

The galleries joined in the conversation. They said 
'thee* and 'thou' to the members. One day the 
representative Riiamps mounted to the tribune. He 
had one hip very much larger than the other. A 
spectator. cr3ing''out. thus jeered him: ‘Turn that 
toward tiie Riglit, since thou hast a cheek d la David.* 

Such were the liberties the people took with tlic 
Convention. 

On one occasion, however, during the tunnilt of 
the nth of April, 1795, the President commanded a 
disorder!}" person in tlic tribunes to he ancsted. 

One clay, when tlic session had for witness the old 
Buonarotti, Robespierre lakes the floor and speaks for 
two hours, staring at Danton, sometimes straight in 
the face, which, was serious; sometimes obliquely, 
which w'as worse. He thunders on to the end, however. 
He closes with an indignant outburst full of menacing 
words. 'The conspirators arc knowm; the corrupters 
and tlic corrupted arc known ; the traitors arc 
known; they arc in this Assembly. They hear Ub. 
we see them, and we do not move our eyes from tiiein. 
Let them look above their heads, and they will sec 
the sword of the law; let them look into their con* 
science, and they will see their own infamy. Lot 
them Ixiwarc.' And when Robespierre has finished, 
Danton, willi his face raised tow^ard the ceiling, liis 
eyes half closed, one arm hanging loosely down, throws 
himself back on his seat, and is heard to hum, — 

Cadet Rou^^cl fait dcs discoiirs, 

Quj nc sont pas longs quand ils sont courts, ^ 

Imprecations followed one another. Conspirator ! 
Assassin ! Scoundrel ! Factionist ! ^loderatc ! They 

1 VouniTsSef m.nkc*; •;p?rcht% in court. 

Which arc ret Ions’ hene'er tli-3 are sliorf. 
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denounced each other to the bust of Brutus tliat stood 
there. Apostrophes, insults, cliallenges. Furious 
'* glances from one side to the other; fists shaken; pistols 
protruded ; poniards half drawn. Terrible blazing forth 
in the tribune. Certain persons talked as if they were 
driven back against the guillotine. Heads wavered, 
frightened and awed. INIountainists, Girondists, Feuih 
lantists, Moderates, Terrorists, Jacobins, Cordeliers, 
eighteen regicide priests. 

All these men, a mass of vapours driven wildly in 
every direction. 


CHAPTER XI 

i 

i 

Spirits which were a pre}^ to the wind. 

But this was a miracle-working wind. To be a 
member of the Convention was to be a v^ave of the 
ocean. This was true even of the greatest there. 
The force of impulsion came from on high. There was 
a Will in the Convention which was that of all and yet 
not that of any one person. This Will was an Idea, 
an idea indomitable and immeasurable, which swept 
from the summit of heaven into the darkness below. 
We call this Revolution. When that idea passed, it 
beat down one and raised up another : it scattered 
this man into foam and dashed that one upon the reefs. 
This idea knew whither it was going, and drove the 
‘ whirlpool before it. To ascribe the Revolution to 
men is to ascribe the tide to the waves. 

A Revolution is the work of the Unknown. Cali it 
good or bad, according as yon yearn toward the future 
or the past, but leave it to the Power which caused it. 
It seems the joint work of grand events and grand 
individualities mingled, but it is in reality the result 
.of events. Events dispense; men suffer. Events 
dictate; men sign. The 14th of July is signed Camille 
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Desmoulins; the loth of August is signed Danton; tlir j 
2nd of September is signed i\Iarat; the 2 i 5 t of Septefn- ^ 
her is signed Gregoire; the 21st of January is signer . 
Robespierre; but Desmoulins, Danton, Iklarat, ” Gre- 
goire, and Robespierre are mere scribes. The gi^eat and , 
mysterious WTiter of these grand pages has a name — 
God; and a mask — ^Destiny.’ Robespieire belie^'ed ir 
God — yea, verily ! 

The Revolution is a form of the eternal phenomenon ’ 
which presses upon us from e%'eiy quarter, and which 
we caU Necessit5^ 

Before this mysterious complication of benefits and 
sufferings arises the \%erefore of Histor}'. 

Because — ^This answer of him who knows nothing is 
equally the response of him who knows all. 

In presence of these climacteric catastrophes which 
devastate and revivify Civilisation, one hesitates to 
judge their details. To blame or praise men on account 
of the result is almost like praising or blaming ciphers 
on account of the total. That which ought to happen 
happens; the blast which ought to blow blom. The 
Eternal Serenity does not suffer from these north 
winds. Abo\^e revolutions Truth and Justice remain 
as the starry sky lies above and be3"ond tempests. 


CHAPTER XII 

Such was this unmeasured amd immeasurable Conven- 
tion : a camp cut off from the human race, attacked b}’’ 
all the powers of darkness at once; the watch-fires of 
the besieged army of Ideas; a vast bivouac of ]\Iinds 
upon the edge of a precipice. There is nothing in 
history comparable to tliis group, at the same time 
senate and populace; conclave and street-crossing; 
Areopagus and public square ; tribunal and the 
accused* 
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The Convention always bent to the wind; but that 
\vind came from the mouth of the people, and was the 
‘breath of God. And now, after eighty-four years 
have passed away, vdienevcr the Convention presents 
itself before the reflection of any man, whosoever 
he may be, historian or philosopher, that man pauses 
and meditates. It would be impossible not to remain 
thoughtfully attentive before this grand procession 
of shadows. 


CHAPTER XIII 

MARAT IN THE GREEN-ROOM 

Marat, in accordance with his declaration to Simonne 
Evrard, went to the Convention on tlie morning after 
that interview in the Rue du Paon. 

There was in the Convention a marquis who was a 
i^Iaratist, Louis de Montaut, the same who afterwards 
presented to the Convention a decimal clock sur- 
mounted by the bust of T^Iarat. 

At the moment Marat entered, Chabot had approached 

De Montaut. He began: ‘Ci-devant * 

IMontaut raised his eyes. ‘Why do you call me 
ci-devant ? * 

‘Because you arc so.' 

' I ? ' ' 

'For von were a marquis.' 

‘ Never. ' 

‘Bah!' 

, ‘]\ry father was a soldier; my grandfather was a 
weaver. ' 

'What song is that yon are singing, Montaut?* 

'I do not call myself Montaut.' 

'What do you call 3^ourself, then ?' 

.'Maribon,' 

'In point of fact,' said Chabot, 'it is all the same to 
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me/ And he added, between his teeth, *No marquh 
on an)^ terms/ 

Marat paused in the corridor to the left and watched 
Llontaut and Chabot. 

Whenever Llarat entered there was a buzz, but afa* 
from him. About him people kept silence. Mara^ 
paid no attention thereto. He disdained ‘ the croakinf 
of the mud-pool. ' 

In the gloomy obscurity of the lower row of seats, 
Compe de TOise, Prunelle, Villars, a bishop who wai 
afterwards a member of the French Academy, Bou 
troue,, Petit, Plaichard, Bonet, Thibeaudeau, and 
Valdruche pointed him out to one another. 

'See, Marat / 

'Then he is not ill ? ' 

‘Yes, for he is here in a dressing-gown. ' 

'In a dressing-gown ! ' 

' ' Zounds, yes 1 ' 

‘He takes liberties enough/ 

' He dares to come like that into the Convention I 
'As he came one day crowned wdth laurels, he maj 
certainly come in a dressing-gown.* 

* Face of brass and teeth of verdigris. ' 

'His dressing-gowm looks new\* 

' What is it made of ? ' 

'Reps.' 

' Striped. ' 

' Look at the lapels. * 

' They are fur. ' 

‘Tiger skin.' 

‘No; ermine.' 

‘ Imitation. * 

‘ He has stockings on ! ’ 

'That* is odd.' 

'And shoes with buckles !‘ 

‘ Ot silver I * 

‘Camboulas’s sabots will not pardon that.’ 

PiJople on other benches affected not to see Marat 
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‘They talked of indifferent matters. Santlionax accos- 
ted Dussaulx. * Have 3^011 heard, Dussaulz ? ' 
'What?' 

' The ci-devant Count de Brienne ? * 

’ ‘Who was in La Force with the ci-devant Duke de 
Villeroy ? ' 

‘Yes.* 

‘ I knew them both. Well ? ' 

‘The}^ were so horribly frightened that they saluted 
all the red caps of all the turnkeys, and one day they re- 
fused to play a game of piquet because somebody offered 
‘ them cards that had kings and queens among them. ' 

* They were guillotined \'esterda3\ ' 

* Both of them ? * 

‘Both/ 

‘Indeed; how had they behaved in prison ?’ 

‘ As cowards. * 

f ‘And how did the}^ show on the scaffold ? ' 

‘ Intrepid. ' 

' Then Dussaulx ejaculated, ‘It is easier to die than 
to live!' 

Barere was reading a report; it was in regard to the 
Vendee. Nine hundred men of Morbihan had started 
with cannon to assist Nantes. Redon was menaced 
the peasants. Paimboeuf had been attacked. A fleet 
v/as cruising about IMaindrin to prevent invasions. 
From Ingrande, as far as ]\Iaure, the entire left banlc 
of the Loire w’as bristling with Ro3^alist batteries. 
Three thousand peasants were mastem of Pomie. 
They cried, 'Long live the English/ A letter from 
Santerre to the Convention, which Barere was reaedng, 
ended with these words, — 

‘Seven thousand peasants attacked Vannes. We 
I repulsed them, and they have left in our hands four 
cannon * 

‘And how many prisoners?’ interrupted a voice. 
Barere continued, ‘Postcript of the letter; “We 
riiave no prisoners, because tve no longer make any/' ' 


I 



i88 NINETY-THREE 

Marat, standing motionless, did not listen; he 
appeared absorbed by a stem preoccupation. He helc 
in his hand a paper, which he crumpled between his. 
fingers: had any one unfolded it, lie might have read 
these lines in Slomoro’s uTiting— probably a response 
to some question he had been asked b}’’ Marat — ^“No 
opposition can be offered to the full powers of dele- 
gated conunissioners — above all, those of the Com- 
mittee of Public Safet}'. Genissieux said, in the sitting 
'of May 6th, “Each Commissioner is more than a king;' 
it had no effect. Life and death are in their hands. 
Massade to Angers; Trullard to Saint-Amand; Nyon 
near General Llarce; Parrein to the army of Sables; 
IMiUier to the army of Niort; they are all-powerful. 
The Club of the Jacobins has gone so far as to name 
Parrein brigadier-general. The circumstances excuse 
ever 3 dhing. A delegate from the Committee of Public 
Safety hol^ in check a commander-in-chief. ' 

Marat ceased cmmpling the paper, put it into his 
pocket, and walked slowly toward Montaut and Chabot, 
who continued to converse, and had not seen him enter. 

Chabot wassajdng,' Maribon.or Montaut, listen to this; 
I have just come from the Committee of Public Safety. ’ 
‘And what is being done there ? ’ 

‘ They are setting a priest to watch a noble. ’ 

‘Ah!’ 

‘A noble like yourself ’ 

‘I am not a noble,’ interrupted Montaut. 

‘To be watched by a priest ’ 

‘Like you.' 

‘I am not a priest,’ said Chabot. 

They both began to laugh. 

‘JIake 3 'our stoi^^ explicit,’ resumed Montaut. 
‘Here it is, then. A priest named Cimourdain_ is 
delegated with full powers to a viscount named Gauvain ; 
this %’iscount commands the exploring column of tlie 
army of the coast. The question will be to keep the 
nobleman from trickerj^ and the priest from treason.' 
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'It is very simple,’ replied Montaut. ‘It is only 
necessary to bring death into the matter/ 

‘ I come for that, ' sjfid Marat. 

They looked up. 

'Good-morning, Marat,' said Chabot. 'You rarely 
attend our meetings. ' 

'My doctor has ordered me baths,’ answered Marat. 

'One should beware of baths/ returned Chabot. 
'Seneca died in one.’ 

I\Iarat smiled. 

'Chabot, there is no Nero here.' 

'Yes, there is you,' said a rude voice. 

It was Danton who passed and ascended to his seat, 
j\Iarat did not turn round. He thimst his head in 
between i\rontaut and Chabot. 

'Listen; I come about a serious matter. One of us 
three must propose to-day the draft of a decree to the 
Convention. ' 

'Not I,' said Montaut. 'I am never listened to. 

I am a marquis. ' 

'And I,’ said Chabot, 'I am not listened to. I am 
a Capuchin.' 

'And I,’ said Marat, 'I am not listened to. I am 
Marat. ’ 

There was a silence among them. 

It was not safe to interrogate Marat when he appeared 
preoccupied; still Montaut hazarded a question. 

I Marat, what is the decree that you wish passed ? ' 

‘A decree to punish with death any militaiy chief 
who allows a rebel prisoner to escape. ’ 

Chabot interrupted: 'The decree exists; it was 
passed in April.’ 

'Then it is just the same as if it did not exist,’ said 
Marat. 'Eveiy^vhere, all through Vendee, anybody 
who chooses helps prisoners to escape and gives them 
an asylum with impunity.' 

'Marat, the fact is the decree has fallen into disuse * 

'Chabot, it must be put into force anew.' 
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'Without doubt/ 

'And to do that the Convention must be addressed/ 
'^larat, the Convention is not ncccssar}'; the Com- 
mittee of Public Safety mil suffice/ 

'The end u'ill be gained/ added Montaiit, 'if the 
Committee of Public Safct}’ cause the decree to be 
placarded in all the communes of the ^"cndec, and make 
two or three good examples. ' 

'Of men in high position/ returned Chabot— 'of 
generals. ’ 

]\Iarat grumbled : In fact that will answer. * 

‘jMarat/ resumed Chabot, ‘go 5^our5elf and say that 
to tlie Committee of Public Safety. ’ 

Marat stared straight into his e3'es, which was not 
pleasant, even for Chabot. 

'The Committee of Public Safety/ said he, 'sits in 
Robespierre's house — I do not go there. ' 

'I wall go m3’'self/ said Montaut, 

'Good/ said Marat. 

The next morning an order from the Committee of 
Public Safety was sent in all directions among the towns 
and villages of Vendee, enjoining the publication and 
strict execution of the decree of death against any 
person conniving at the escape of brigands and captive 
insurgents. This decree proved only a first step; 
the Convention was to go further than that. A ^e^v 
months later, the nth Brumaire, Year II, (November, 
1793), when Laval opened its gates to the Vendean 
fugitives, the Convention decreed that an3' city giving 
asylum to the rebels should be demolished anddestrot^ed. 
On their side, the princes of Europe, in the manifesto 
of the Duke of Brunswick, conceived by the emigrants 
and drawm up b3^ tlie ]\Iarquis de Linnon, intendant 
of the Duke of Orleans, had declared that every 
Frenchman taken with arms in his hand should be 
shot, and that, if a hair of the IQng's head fell, Paris 
should be razed to the ground. 

Cruelty against barbarit}". 



BOOK THE FOURTH 


CHAPTER I 

TUn FORESTS 

There were at that time seven ill-famed forests in 
Brittany. The ^"endean war was a revolt of priests. 
This revolt had the forests as auxiliaries. These 
spirits of darkness aid one another. 

The seven black forests oT Brittany were — the forest 
of Fougeres, which stopped the way between Dol and' 
A\Tanches; the forest of Prince, v'liicli was eight 
leases in circumference; the forest of Paimpol, full of 
ravines and brooks, almost inaccessible on the side 
toward Baignon, with an easy retreat upon Concornel, 
which^was a royalist town; the forest of Rennes, from 
whence could be heard the tocsin of the Republican 
parishes — always numerous in the neighbourhood of 
the cities — it was in this forest that Puysage lost 
Focard; the forest of IVIachecoul, which had Charette 
for its wild beast; the forest of Gamache, which 
belonged to the TremoiuUes, the Gauvains, and the 
Rohans; and the forest of Broceliande, which belonged 
to the fairies. 

One gentleman of Brittan}? bore the title of Lord of 
the Seven Forests; this was the Viscount de Fontenay, 
Breton prince. For the Breton prince existed distinct 
from the French prince. The Rohans were Breton 
princes. Gamier de Saintes, in his report to the Con- 
vention of the 15th Nivose, Year II., thus distinguishes 
the Prince de Talmont ; 'This Capet of the brigands, 
Sovereign of Maine and of Noimandy. ' The record of 
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the Breton forests from 1792 to 1800 would form a 
histoty of itself, mingling like a legend with the vast 
undertaking of the Vend&. 

History has its truth; Legend has hers. I-x-gendary 
truth is wholly different from historic. Legendary' 
tmth is invention that has reality for a result. Still 
history and legend have the same aim — that of depict- 
ing the external type of humanity'. 

ILe Vendde can only be complete^ understood by 
adding legend to histor}^; the latter is needed to describe 
its entiretj% the former the details. 

We may say, too, that the Vendee is worth the pains. 
The Vendee was a prodig%\ 

This war of the I^orant, so stupid and so splendid, 
so abject yet magnificent, was at once the desolation 
and the pride of France. The Vendee is a scar which 
is at the same time a glory. 

At certain crises human socieW has its enigmas— 
enigmas which resolve themselves* into light for sages, 
but which the ignorant in their darkness translate into 
violence and barbarpm. The philosopher is slow to 
accuse. He takes into consideration the agitation 
caused by these problems which cannot pass without 
casting about them shadows darl: as those of the 
storm-cloud. If one vishes to comprehend the '^^endee 
one must picture to oneself this antagonism : on one 
side the French Revolution, on the other the Breton 
peasant. In face of these unparalleled events — an 
immense promise of all benefits at once — a fit of rage 
for chilisation — an excess of maddened progress — an 
improvement that exceeded measture and comprehen- 
sion — ^must be placed this grave, strange, savage man. 
\rith an eagle glance and flowing hair, li\*ing on milk 
and chestnuts, his ideas bounded by his thatched roof, 
his hedge,^ and his ditch, able to distinguish the sound 
of each village bell in the neighbourhood, using water 
only to drink, wearing a leather jacket covered vith ' 
silken arabesques— uncultivated but clad embroidered 
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-^tattooing his garments as his ancestors the Celts 
had tattooed their faces, looking up to a master in his 
executioner, speaking a dead language, which was 
like forcing his thoughts to dwell in a tomb; driving 
his bullocks, sharpening his 'scythe, wmnowmg his 
black grain, kneading his buckwheat biscuit, venerating 
his plough first, his grandmother next, believing in 
the Blessed Virgin and the White Lady, devoted to the 
altar, but also to the lofty mysterious stone standing 
in the isndst of the moor; a labourer in the plain, a 
fisher oh tiie coast, a poacher in the thicket, loving his 
kings, his lords, his priests, his very lice; pensive, 
often immovable for entire hours upon the great 
deserted seashore, a melancholy listener to the sea. 

Then ask yourself if it would have been possible for 
this blind man to welcome that light. 


CHAPTER II 

THE PEASANTS 

The peasant had two points on which he leant — ^the 
field which nourished mm, the wood which concealed 
him. 

It is difficult to picture to oneself what those Breton 
forests really were; they were towns. Nothing could 
be more secret, more silent, and more savage than 
those inextricable entanglements of thorns andbranches; 
those vast thickets were the home of immobility and 
silence; no solitude could present an appearance more 
and sepulchral; yet if it had been possible 
to fell those trees at one blow, as by a flash of light- 
ning, a swarm of men would have stood revealed in 
those shades. There were wells, rourid and narrow, 
masked by coverings of ston^ and branches, the 
interior at first vertical, then horizontal, spreading 
N.-T. G 
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out underground like funnels, and ending in dark 
chambers. Camb^'ses found sucii in Egv’pt, and 
Westermann found the same in Brittany. There they 
were found in the desert, here in the forest; the caves of 
Eg}^pt lield dead men, the caves of Brittany vrere 
filled \nth the Ihing. One of the vdldc-t glades of 
the wood of I\Ii 5 don, perforated by galleries and cells 
out of which came and went a mysterious society, was 
called ‘the great city.' Another glade, not less de- 
serted, above ground, and not less inhabited beneath, 
was st^'led ‘the place ro3"al. ' This subterranean life had 
existed in Britl'am^ from time immemorial. From the 
earliest days man had there hidden flying from man. 
Hence those hiding-places, like the dens of reptiles, 
hollowed out below the trees. They dated from the 
era of the Druids, and certain of those ciypts were as 
ancient as the cromlechs. The laiv'<e of legend and the 
monstem of history- all passed across that shadouy land. 
Teutates, Csssar, Hoel, Neomenes, Geoffry of England, 
Alain of the iron glove, Pierre Maud ere, the French 
house of Blois, the English house of Montfort, kings 
and dukes, the nine barons of Brittany, the judges of 
the Great Days, the Comte of Nantes contesting 
with the Counts of Rennes, highwa\ 7 nen, banditti, 
Free Lances, Rene II., Viscount de Rohan, the gover- 
nors for the king, ‘the good Duke of Chaulnes/ firing 
at the peasants under the windows of Madame de 
Sevigne; in the fifteenth century, the butcheries by 
the nobles; in the sixteenth and seventeenth centuries, 
the wars of religion; in the eighteenth century^ the 
thirt3’ thousand dogs trained to hunt men; — beneath 
these pitiless tramplings the inhabitants made up their 
minds to disappear. Each in turn — the Troglod3’’tes 
to escape the Celts, the Celts to escape the Romans, 
the Bretons to escape the Normans, the Huguenots to 
escape the Roman Catholics, the smugglers to escape 
the excise officers — took refuge first in tbe forests and 
then underground. The resource of hunted animals. It 
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is this to wliich tjnranny reduces nations. During two 
thousand years despotism under all its fonns — conquest, 
feudalit5% fanaticism, taxes — beset this wretched, 
distracted Brittanjs a sort of inexorable battue, which 
only ceased under one shape to recommence 'under 
another. Men hid underground. When the French 
Republic burst forth, Terror, which is a species of rage, 
was already latent in human souls, and when the 
Republic buist forth the dens were ready in the woods. 
Brittany revolted, finding itself oppressed b}^ this 
forced deliverance — a mistake natui-ai to slaves. 


CHAPTER III 

CONNIVANCE OF MEN AND FORESTS 

The gloomy Breton forests took up anew their ancient 
role, and were the servants and accomplices of this 
rebellion, as they had been of all others. The subsoil 
of every forest was a sort of madrepore, pierced and 
traversed in all directions by a secret liighway of 
mines, cells, and galleries. Each one of these blind 
cells could shelter five or six men. There are in exis- 
tence certain strange lists which enable one to under- 
stand the powerful organisation of that vast peasant 
rebdlion. In Ille-el-Vilaine, in the forest of Pertre, 
the refuge of the Prince de Talmont, not a breath v/as 
to be heard, not a human trace to be found, ^^et there 
were collected six thousand men under Focard. In 
the forest of Meulac, in Morbihan, not a soul was to 
be seen, yet it held eight thousand men. Still, these 
two forests, Pertre and I\Ieulac, do not count among 
the great Breton forests. If one trod^ there, the 
explosion was terrible. Those hypocritical copses, 
filled with fighters, waiting in a sort of underground 
labyrinth, were like enormous black sponges, whence* 
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under the pressure of the gigantic fc»ot of Revolution, 
civil war spurted out. 

Invisible battalions lay there in wait. These un- 
trackable armies wound along beneal]> tiie Republican 
troops; burst suddenlj^ forth from the earth. and sank 
into it again, sprangup in numberless force and vanished 
at vdll, gifted vith a strange ubiquit}' and power of 
disappearance; an avalanche at one instant, gone like 
a cloud of dust at the next; colossal, yet able to become 
pygmies at will; giants in battle, dwarfs in ability 
to conceal themselves — ^jaguars with the habits of 
moles. 

There were not only the forests; there were the woods. 
Just as below cities there are villages, below these 
forests there were woods and under^voods. 

The forests were united by the labyrinths (every- 
where scattered) of the woods. The ancient castles, 
which were fortresses, the hamlets, which were camps, 
the farms, which were enclosures for ambushes and 
snares, traversed by ditches and palisaded by trees, 
were the meshes of the net in which the Republican 
armies were caught. 

This whole formed what was called the Bocage. 

There was the wood of jMisdon, which had a pond 
in its centre, and wliich was held by Jean Chouan; 
there was the wood of Gennes, which belonged to 
Taillefer; there was the wood of Huisserie, which 
belonged to Gouge-Ie-Bruant; the wood of^ Charnie, 
where lurked Courtille-le-Batard, called Saint Paul, 
chief of the camp of the Vache Noire; tlie wood of 
Burgaxilt, which was held by that enigmatical jMonsieur 
Jaques, resented for a mysterious end in the vault 
of Juvardeil; there was the wood of Charreau, where 
Pimouse and Petit-Prince, when attacked by the 
garrison of Chateauneuf, rushed fonvard and seized the 
grenadiers in the Republican ranks about the waist 
and carried them back prisoners; the wood of La 
Henreusine, the witness of the rout of the military 
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post of Longue-Faze; the wood of Aulne, whence the 
route between Rennes and Laval could be overlooked; 
the wood of La Travalle, which a prince of La Tremou- 
ille had won at a game of bovds; the wood of Lorges, 
in the Colis-du-Nord, where Charles de Boishardy 
reigned after Bernard de ViUeneuve; the wood of 
Bajmard, near Fontenay, where Lescure offered battle 
to Chalbos, who accepted the challenge, although one 
against five; the wood of La Durondais, which in old 
dajfs had been disputed by Alain le Redru and Heris- 
poux, the son of Charles the Bold; the wood of Croque- 
loup, upon the edge of that moor where Conquereau 
sheared the prisoners; the wood of Croix-Bataille, 
which witnessed the Homeric insults of Jambe d’ Argent 
to Moriere, and of. Moriere to Jambe d’ Argent; the 
wood of La Saudraie, M'hich weJiave seen being searched 
by a Paris regiment. There were many others besides. 
In several of these forests and woods there were not 
only subterranean villages grouped about the burrow 
of the chief, but also actual hamlets of low huts, 
hidden under the trees, sometimes so numerous that the 
forest was filled ^vith them. Frequently they were 
betra3'ed by the smoke. Two of these hamlets of the 
wood of Misdon have remained famous — Lorriere, near 
the pond, and the group of cabins called the Rue de 
Bau, on the side toward Saint-Ouen-les-Torts. 

The women lived in the huts, and the men in the 
cellars. In carr3'ing on the war, they utilised the 
galleries of the fairies and the old Celtic mines. Food 
was carried to the buried men. Some were forgotten, 
and died of hunger; but these were awlcward fellow's 
who had, not known how to open the moutir of their 
well. Usually the cover, made of moss and branches, 
was so artistically fashioned that although impossible 
on tlie outside to distinguish from the surrounding 
turf, it was very easy to open and close on the inside. 
These hiding-places rvere dug with care. The earth 
taken out of the well was flung into some neighbouring 
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pond. The sides and the bottom were carpeted wth 
ferns and moss. These nooks were called 'lodges/ 
The men v/ere as comfortable there as could be expec- 
ted, considering tliat they lacked light, fire, bread, 
and air. 

It was a difficult matter to nnbury themselves and 
come up among the living vathout great precaution. 
They might find themselves between the legs of an 
army on the march. These were formidable woods — 
snares with a double trap. The Blues dared not 
enter, the Whites dared not come out. 


CHAPTER IV 

LIFE UNDERGROUND 

The men grew weary of their vdld-beast lairs. Some- 
times in the night thej^ came forth at any risk, and went' 
to dance upon the neighbouring moor, else they prayed, 
in order to kill time. ‘ Every day, ’ says Bourdoiseau, 
Jean Chouan made us count our rosaries. ' 

It was almost impossible to keep those of the Bas- 
Maine from going out for the Fete de la Gerbe, when the 
season came. Some of them had ideas peculiar to 
themselv^. 'Den5^s,’ says Franche i\rontague, 'dis- 
guised himself as a woman, in order to * get to the 
theatre at Laval, then went back into his hole. ’ 
Suddenly they would nish forth in search of death — 
exchanging the dungeon for the sepulchre. 

Sometimes they raised the cover of their trench, and 
listened to hear if there was fighting in the distance; 
they followed the combat with their ears. The firing 
of the Republicans was regular; the firing of the 
Roj^alists open and dropping; this guided them. If 
the platoon-firing ceased suddenly, it was a sign that 
the Ro3^alists were defeated; if the irregular firing con- 
tinued, and retreated towards the horizon, it was a 
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sign that had the advantage. The Whites always 
pursued; the Blues never, because they had the countiy 
against them. 

These underground belligerents were kept perfectly 
informed of what was going on. Nothing could be 
•, more rapid, nothing more nwsterious, than their means 
of communication. The}^ had cut all the bridges, 
broken up all the wagons, yet the}^ found means to 
tell each other everything, to give each other timely 
warning. Rela3^s of emissaries were established from 
forest to forest, from village to village, from farm to 
farm, from cottage to cottage, from bush to bush. 
• A peasant with a stupid air passed by — he carried 
' despatches in his hollow stick. 

I A‘ former constituent, Boetidoux, furnished them, 
to pass from one end of Brittan)^ to the other, with 
t Republican passports according to the new form, 

I \rfth blanks for the names, of which this traitor had 
bundles. It was impossible to discover these 
emissaries. Puysage says : ‘ The secrets confided to 
more than four hundred thousand individuals were 
religiously guarded.' 

' It appeared that this quadrilateral closed on the 
south by the line of the Sables to Thouars, on the east 
by the line of Thouars to Sauinur and the river of 
rhoue, on the north by the Loire, and on the west by 
die ocean, possessed everywhere the same nervous 
lcti^ut3^ and not a single point of tliis soil could stir 
without shaking the whole. In the twinkling of an e3^e 
Lugon had information in regard to Noirmoutier, and 
the camp of La Loue knew what the camp of Croix- 
Tvlorineau was doing. It seemed as if the very birds 
of the air carried tidings. The 7th Jlessidor, Year III., 
Hoche MTote: ‘One might believe that they have 
telegraphs. ' 

They were in clans, as in Scotland. Each parish 
had its captain. In that war my father fought, and I 
can speak advisedly thereof. 
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CHAPTER V 

THEIR LIFE IN WARFARE 

]\lANy of them were onty armed '\\ith pikes. Good 
fowling-pieces were abundant. No marksmen could 
be more expert than the poachers of the Bocage and 
the smugglers of the Loroux. They were strange 
combatants — ^terrible and intrepid. The decree for 
the le^^’' of three hundred thousand men had been the 
signal for the tocsin to sound in six hundred villages. 
The blaze of the conflagration burst forth in all quarters 
at the same time. Poitou and Anjou exploded on 
one day. Let us add that a premonitory rumbling 
had made itself heard on the moor of Kerbader upon 
the 8th of July, 1792, a month before the loth of August. 
Alain Redder, to-day forgotten, was the precursoi 
of La Rochejacquelein and Jean Chouan, The 
Ro3’alists forced all able-bodied men to march under 
pain of death. The}^ requisitioned harnesses, carts, 
and provisions. At once Sapinaud had three thousand 
soldiers, Cathelineau ten tliousand, Stofliet twenty 
thousand, and Charette was master of Noirmoutier. 
The Viscount de Scepeaux roused the Haut Anjou; the 
Chevalier de Dienzie, the approaches of Vilaine et 
Loire; Tristan THennite, the Bas-J\Iaine; the barber 
Gaston, the city of Guemenee; and Abbe Bernier all 
the rest. It needed but little to rouse all those multi- 
tudes. In the altar of a sworn priest — a ' priest swearer, 
as the people said — ^was placed a great black cat, 
which sprang suddenly out during mass. ‘It is the 
dewl ! ' cried the peasants, and a whole canton rose 
in revolt. A breath of fire issued from the confes- 
sionals. In order to attack the Blues and to leap the 
ravines, they had their poles fifteen feet in length, 
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called la ferte, an arm available for combat an 
flight. In the thickest of the frays, when the pea 
r were attacking the Republican squares, if they cha 
i' to meet upon the battlefield a cross or a chapel, all 
upon their knees and said a pra^^er under the ene 
j^fire; tlie rosKvy counted, such as were still li 
sprang up again and rushed upon the foe. Alas, wh 
giants ! They loaded their guns as the}^ ran; that w 
their peculiar talent. Tliey were made to belie 
whatever their leadem chose. The priests showed the 
other priests whose necks had been reddened by mean 
,of a cord, and said to them, 'These are the guillotined 
who have been brought back to life. ' They had their 
spasms of chivalr}^ : they honoured Fesque. a Republi- 
can standard-bearer, who allowed himself to be sabred 
vi&out his losing hold of his flag. The peasants had a 
vein of mocker}^ : they called the Republican and 
married priests *Ies sans-caloiies dcvcnus sans-cTtloUes* 
f{fJte un-ionsitred hccome the wi-breccJtcd), 

They began b3'’ being afraid of the cannon ; then the^’’ 
dashed forward \rith their sticks and took them. 
They captured first a fine bronze cannon, which they 
baptized ‘The Llissionaiy" ‘ ; then another which dated 
from the Roman Catholic wai^s, upon which were 
engraved the arms of Richelieu and a head of the 
\^irgin — this they named ' I\rarie Jeanne. * When the}^ 
lost Fontenay. they lost I\Iarie Jeanne, about which 
six hundred peasants fell without flinching; then tliev 
retook Fontenay in order to recover I\Iarie Jeanne : 

’ they brought it back beneath a fleur-de-lis embroidered 
banner and, covered with flowers, forced the women who 
passed to kiss it. But two cannons were a small 
store. Stofllethad taken Marie Jeanne: Cathelineau, 
jealous of his success, started out of Pin-en-Mange, 
assaulted Jallais, and captured a third. Forest 
attacked Saint-Florent and took a fourth. Two other 
captains, Choupee and Saint-Pol, did better : they 
simulated cannons the trunks of trees, (gunners by 
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manikins, and mih this artiller\% about ^vhicIl they 
laughed heartity, made the Blues retreat to Mareuil. 
This was their great era. Later, when Chalbos routed 
La Massoniere, the peasants left behind them on the 
dishonoured field of battle thirty-two cannon bearing 
the arms of England. England at that time paid the 
French princes, and, as Nantial uTote on the loth of 
May, 1794, ‘sent funds to IMonseigneur because Pitt 
had been told that it was proper so to do. ' 

Mellinel, in a report of the 31st of ]March, said, ' 'Tong 
live the English,” is the cry of the rebels The 
peasants dela3?ed themselves by pillage. These devo- 
tees were robbers. Savages have their vices. It is 
by these tliat cmlisation captures them later. Puy- 
sage says, volume ii. page 1S7: T several times pre- 
serv’ed the burg of Phelan from pillage. ' And further 
on, page 434, he recounts how he avoided entering 
Iklontfort : ‘ I made a circuit in order to prevent the 
plundering of the Jacobins' houses. ' 

The}^ robbed Cholet; they sacked Chalons. After 
ha^dng failed at Granville they pillaged Ville-Dieu. 
They styled the 'Jacobin herd' those of the country 
people who had joined the Blues, and exterminated 
such with more ferocit}' than other foes. They loved 
battle like soldiers, and massacred like brigands. 
To shoot the ' clumsy fellows ' — thkt is, the bourgeois — 
pleased them; the}^ called that 'breaking Lent.' At 
Fontenay, one of their priests, the Cure Barbotiii, 
struck dowm an old man by a sabre stroke. At Saint- 
Germain-sur-Ille, one of their captains, a nobleman, 
shot the solicitor of the Commune and took Iiis watch. 
At Machecoul, for five weeks they shot Republicans at 
the rate of thirty a da3^ setting them in a row% which 
w^as called 'the rosary.' At the back of the luie w'as 
a trench, into which some of the victims fell alive; 
the3^ were buried just the same. We have seen a 
revival of sucn actions. Joubert, the president of the 

J Puysage, vol. ii. p. 35. 
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district, had his hands sawed off. Thej^ put 
handcuffs, forged express^, on the Blues whom 
made prisoners. They massacred them in the p 
places, uttering fierce war-whoops, 

Charette, who signed ‘Fraternity, the Chev 
Charette, * and who wore for head-covering a han 
chief loiotted about his brows after Marat's fashi 
burned the city of Pomic and the inhabitants in th 
houses. During that time Gamer was horrible. Terr 
replied to terror. The Breton insurgent had almo 
the appearance of a Greek rebel with his short jacke 
his gun slung over his shoulder, his leggings, and larg 
breeches similar to the capote. The peasant lad 
resembled the Sciote. 

Henri de la Rochejacquelein, at the age of one-and- 
twenty, set out for this war armed with a stick and a 
pair of pistols. The Vendean army counted a hundred 
and fifty-four di^dsions. They undertook regular 
sieges; they held Bressuire invested for three days. 
One Good Friday ten thousand peasants cannonaded 
the town of the Sables with red-hot balls. Th^" 
succeeded in a single day in destro3dng fourteet 
Republican cantons, from ]\Iontigne to Courbevilles. 
On the high wall of Thouars this dialogue was heard 
between La Rochejacquelein and a peasant lad as 
the}^ stood below: ‘Chaile'iJ' ‘Here I am.' ‘Stand 
so that I can mount on 3?^our t^noulders. ' ‘ Jump up. ' 
‘ Your gun. ' ‘ Tal:e it. ' And Rochejacquelein leaped 
into the town, and the towers which Duguesclin had 
besieged were taken witliout the aid of ladders. The3" 
preferred a cartridge to a gold louis. They wept when 
the3'‘ lost sight of their \dilage belf^3^ To run away 
seemed perfectly natural to them; at such times the 
leaders would cr3^ ‘Throw off 3"our sabots, but keep 
hold of your guns.' When munitions were wanting, 
they counted their rosaries and rushed forth to seize 
the powder in the caissons of the Republican artillery. 
Later, D'Elbee demanded powder frorri Uie English. 
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If they had* wounded men among them, at tlie approach 
of the enem}'' the}^ concealed these in the grain-fields 
or among the ferns, and went back in search of them 
when the fight was ended. Tiiey had no uniforms. 
Their garments were tom to bits. Peasants and nobles 
wrapped thei^elves in any rag^s thc}^ could find. 
Roger i\Ioulinier5 w’ore a turban and a*" pelisse taken 
from the wardrobe of the theatre of La Fit^he; tlie 
Chevalier de Beauvilliers wore a barrister's gown, and 
set a woman's bonnet on his head over a w^ooLlen cap. 
All wore the white belt and a scarf; different grades 
tvere marked by the knots. Stoffiet had a red knot; 
La Rocliejacquelein had a black knot; \Mmpfen, who 
was half a Girondist, amd who for that matter never 
left Normandy, v/ore tlie leather jacket of the Carabots 
of Caen, They had women in their ranks : Ikladame 
de Lescure, who became Madame de la Rocliejacquelein; 
Therese de jMoUien, the mistress of La Rouarie — she 
wlio burned the list of the chiefs of the parishes; 
]Madame de la Rochefoucauld, beautiful, young, who, 
sabre in hand, rallied the peasants to the foot of the 
great tower of the castle of Puy Rousseau; and that 
Antoinette Adams, styled the Chevalier Adams, who was 
so brave that, v,'hen captured, she was shot standing, 
out of respect for her courage. 

This epic period was a cruel one. Men were mad. 
Tiladame de Lescure made her horse trea'd upon the 
Republicans stretched on the ground; they were dead, 
she averred; perhaps they were only wounded. Some- 
times the men proved traitors; the women, never. 
I'^fademoiselle Fieuiy, of the Theatre Fran^ais, went 
from La Rouarie to Marat, but it wzs for love. The 
captains were often as ignorant as the soldiers. Mon- 
sieur de Sapinaud could not spell he w’as at fault in 
regard to the orthography of the commonest word. 
There was enmity among the leaders. The captains 
of the Marais cried, "Down with those of the Higli 
County V Their cavalry was not numerous and 
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difficult to form. Puysage writes : 'Many a man who 
would cheerfully give me his two sons grows lukewarm 
if I ask for one of his horses.’ Poles, pitchforks, 
reaping-hooks, guns (old and new), poachers’ knives, 
spits, cudgels hound and studded with iron, these 
, were their arms; some of them carried crosses made of 
dead men’s bones. 

They rushed to an attack mth loud cries, springing 
up suddenty from every quarter — from the woods, the 
hills, the bushes, the hoUou-s of the roads— killing, 
exterminating, destroying; then were gone. When 
they marched through a Republican town, they cut 
down the Tree of Liberty, set it on fire, and danced in 
circles about it as it burned. All their habits were 
nocturnal. The Vendean rule was always to appear 
unexpectedly. They would inarch fifteen leagues in 
silence, not so much as stimng a blade of grass_ as 
they went. When evening came, after the chiefs 
fhad settled what Republican posts should be sur- 
‘ prised on the morrow, the men loaded their guns, 
mumbled their prayers, pulled off their sabots, and 
I filed in long columns through the woods, marching 
barefoot across the heath and moss, without a sound, 
without a word, without an audible breath. It was 
like the march of wild cats through the darkness. 


CHAPTER VI 

THE SPIRIT OF THE PLACE 

The Vendfe in insurrection did not number less than 
■ five hundred thousand, counting men, W'omen, and 
children. A half-miUion of combatants is the sum total 
' given by Tuffin de la Rouarie. 

i The Federalists helped them; the Vendfe had the 
Gironde for accomplice. La Lozere sent thirty thous- 
and men into the Bocage. Eight departments coalesced 
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— five in Britt an}’, three in Normandy. Evcreux, 
which fraternised with Caen, was represented in the 
rebellion by Chaumont, its mayor, and Gardembas, 
a man of note. Buzot, Gorsas, and Barbaroux, at 
Caen: Brissot, at I^Ioulins; Chassau, at Lyons; Rabant 
Saint Etienne, at Nismes; I^Ioillcn and Duchatel, in 
Brittany — all these mouths blew the furnace. 

There were two A^endean armies — the great, which 
carried on the war of the forests, and the little, which 
waged the war of the thickets; it is that shade wliich 
separates Charette from Jean Chou an. The little 
A^endde was honest, the great corrupt; the little was 
much the better. Charette was made a marquis, 
lieutenant-general of the King's armies, and received 
the great cross of Saint Louis. Jean Chouan remained 
Jean Chouan. Charette borders on the bandit; Jean 
Chouan resembled a paladin. 

As to the magnanimous chiefs, Bonchamps, Lescure, 
La Rochejac^uelein, they deceived themselves. The 
grand Catholic army was an insane attempt; disaster 
could not fail to follow it. Let any one imagine a 
tempest of peasants attacldng Paris, a coalition of 
villages besieging the Pantheon, a troop of herdsmen 
flinging themselves upon a host governed by the light 
of intellect. Le ^lans and Savenay chastised this 
madness. It was impossible for tlie Vendee to cross 
' the Loire. She could accomplish everything except 
that leap. Ci\dl war does not conquer. To pass the 
Rhine establishes a Ceesar and strengthens a Napoleon; 
to cross the Loire killed La Rochejacquelein. The real 
strength of Vendee was ^"endee at home; there she was 
invulnerable, unconquerable. The Vendean at home 
was smuggler, labourer, soldier, shepherd, poacher, 
sharpshooter, goatherd, bell-ringer, peasant, spy, 
assassin, sacristan, wild beast of the wood. 

La Rochejacquelein is only Achilles; Jean Chouan 
is Proteus. 

The rebellion of the \endee failed. Other revolts 
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imve sirccccdcd — that of Switzerland, for example. 
There is this difference between the mountain insur- 
gent like the Swiss and the forest insurgent like the 
X’endean, that the one almost always lights for an 
ideal, the oilier for a prejudice. Tlic one soars, llie 
other crawls. The one combats for humanity, the 
other for solitude. The one dcMrcs libcrt}*, tlie other 
wishc.s isolation. The one defends the commune, 
tlie other the parish. 'Commons I commons!' cried 
the heroes of ^larat. Tlie one lias to deal witli preci- 
pices, the otlier with quagmires; the one is the man of 
torrents and foaming streams, the other of stagnant 
puddles, where pestilence lurks; tlie one has liis liead 
in the blue sky, the other in the lliicket; the one is on 
a summit, the other in a sliadow 

What we Icam from the liciglUs and from tlie depllis 
is veiy^ different. The motinlain is a citadel, the forest 
is an ambuscade; llic oiuj inspires audacity, the otlier 
teaches tricker)’. Antiquity placed the gods on heights 
and the satyrs in copses. The satyr is the savage, 
half man, lialf bnite. Free countries Jiave Apennines, 
Alps, PsTences, an Ol\onpus Parnassus is a moun- 
tain. ^^ont Blanc is the colossal auxiliary of William 
Tell. Below and above those immense stnigglcs of 
souls against the niglit which fills the poems of India, 
the Himalayas may be seen. Greece, Spain, Italy, 
Helvetia have for force the mountain; Cimmeria, be 
it Germany or Brittany, has the wood. The forest is 
barbarous. 

The configuration of soil decides m^ny of man's 
actions. The earth is more his accomplice tlian 
people believe. In presence of certain wild landscapes 
one is tempted to exonerate man and criminate crea- 
tion. One feels a certain hidden provocation on the 
part of nature; the desert is sometimes unhealthy for 
the conscience, especially for the conscience that is 
little illuminated; conscience may be a giant — then it 
produces a Socrates, a Christ; it may be a dwarf— 
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then it monlds Atreus and Judas. The" narrow 
conscience becomes quickl}^ reptile in its instincts; 
forests v/here twilight reigns, the bushes, the thorns, 
the marshes beneath the branches, all have a fatal 
attraction for it; it undergoes the mysterious infil- 
tration of e\ii persuasions. Optical illusions, unex- 
plained mirages, the terrors of the hour, or the scene, 
tlirow man into this sort of fright, half religious, half 
bestial, which engenders superstition in ordinaiy times, 
and brutality at violent epochs. Hallucinations hold 
the torch which lights the road to murder. The 
brigand is dizzied by a vertigo. Nature in her immen- 
sity has a double meaning which dazzles great minds 
and blinds savage souls, \Mien man is ignorant, 
when his desert is peopled with \usions, the obscurit}^ 
of solitude adds itself to the obscurity of intelligence; 
hence come depths in the human soul black and pro- 
found as an abyss. Certain rocks, certain ravines, 
certain thickets, certain wild openings in the trees 
through which night looks down, push men on to mad 
and atrocious actions. One might almost say that 
there are places which are the dw*elling-place of the 
devil. 

How many tragic sights have been w’atched by the 
sombre hill between Baignon and Pldlan I 

Vast horizons lead the soul on to wide, general 
ideas; circumscribed horizons engender narrow, one- 
sided conceptions, wiiich condemn great hearts to be 
little in point of soul. Jean Chouan was an example 
of this truth. Broad ideas are hated by partial ideas; 
this is, in fact, the struggle of progress. 

Neighbourhood — country. These tw’O W'ords sum up 
the w'hole of the Vendean w^ar; a quarrel of the local 
idea against the universal; of the peasant against the 
palriott 
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CHAPTER VII 

BRITTANY THE REBEL 

Brittany is an ancient rebel. Each time she revolted 
during two thousand years she was in the right; but 
the last time she was in the \\Tong, Still at bottom, 
against the Revolution as against Monarchy, against 
the acting representatives as against governing dukes 
and peers, against the rule of assignats as against the 
sway of excise officers; whosoever might be the men 
that fought, Nicolas Rapin, Francois de la None, 
Captain Pluviant, and the Lady of La Gamache, 
Stoffiet, Coquereau, and Lechandelier de Pierreville; 
under De. Rohan against the King and under La 
Rochejacquelein for the King, it was always the same 
war that Brittany v/aged — ^the war of the Local spirit 
against the Central. 

Those ancient provinces were ponds; that stagnant 
water could not bear to fio\v; the wind which swept 
across did not revivify, it irritated them. 

Finisterre formed the bounds of France; there the 
space given to man ended, and the march of genera- 
tions stopped. ' Halt ! ' the ocean cried to the land, 
to barbarism and to ci^dlisation. Each time that the 
centre — Paris — ogives an impulse, whether that impulse 
comes from Royalty or Republicanism, whether it be 
in the interest of despotism or liberty, it is something 
New, and Brittany bristles up against it. 'Leave us 
in peace ! What is it they \vant of us ? ' The Marais 
seizes the pitchfork, the Bocage its carbine. All our 
attempts, our initiative movements in le.gislation and 
in education, our encyclopedias, our philosophies, our 
genius, our glories, all fail before the Houroux; the 
tocsiu of Bazouges threatens the French Revolution, 
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the moor of Faou rises in rebellion against the voice 
of our to\ras, and the bell of the Haut-des-Pere' 
declares war against the Tower of tlie Louvre. 

Terrible blindness I 

The Vendean insurrection was the result of a fata* 
misunderstanding. 

A colossal scuffle, a VTangling of Titans, an immeasur- 
able rebellion, destined to leave in history only one 
word — ^the Vendee — word shining yet dark; committing 
suicide for the absent, devoted to egotism, passing 
its time in making to cowardice the offer of a boundless 
braver)^; without calculation, without strateg}", witli- 
out tactics, vdthout plan, without aim, without chief, 
without responsibility; showing to w’hat extent Wil' 
can be impotent; chivalric and savage; absurdity at 
its climax — a building up a barrier of black shadows 
against the light; ignorance making a long resistance, 
at once idiotic and superb, against justice, right 
reason, and deliverance: the terror of eight years 
the rendering desolate fourteen departments, the 
devastation of fields, the destruction of har^^ests, the 
burning of \illages, the ruin of cities, the pillage ol 
houses, the massacre of w^omen and children, the torch 
in the thatch, the sw'ord in the heart, the terror of 
civilisation, the hope of Mr Pitt — such was this war. 
the unreasoning effort of the parricide. 

In short, by pro\dng the necessity of perforating in 
every direction the old Breton shadow’s, and piercing 
this thicket with arrow’s of light from evety quarter at 
once, the Vendee ser\’ed Progress. Catastrophes have 
a dark and dubious fashion of settling matters. 
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CHAPTER I 

PLUSgUAM CIVIUA BELLA 

The summer of 1792 had been very rainy; Ihe smnmer 
of 1793 was dry and hot. In consequence of the cml 
' war there were no roads left, so to speak, in Britta^3^ 

; Still it was possible to get about, thanks to the beaut}^ 
of the season. Dry fields make an eas}^ route. 

'ft At the close of a lovely July day, about an hour 
'^before sunset, a man on horseback, who came from 
1^ the direction of Avranches, drew rein before the little 
I' inn called the Croix-Brancard, wliich stood at the 
I entrance of Pontorson, and which for years past had 
borne this inscription on its sign — ^"Good cider sold 
here.* It had been wai*m all day, but the \wind was 
now beginning to rise. 

This traveller was enveloped in an ample cloak which 
covered the back of his horse. He wore a broad hat 
. with a tricoloured cockade, which was a sufficiently 
bold tiling to do in this countiy of hedges and gunshots, 
: where a cockade was a target. The cloak, fastened 
t, about his neck, was throvn back to leave his arms free, 
and beneath glimpses could be had of a tricoloured 
sash and two pistols thrust in it. A sabre hung down 
I below the cloak. At the sound of the horse’s hoofs 
^ the door of the inn opened and tlie landlord appeared, 
’ a lantern in his hand. • It was the intermediate hour 
between day and night — still light along the highway’. 
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but dark in the house. The host looked at the cockade. 
'Citizen/ said he, *do you stop here ? * 

'No/ 

' \^Tiere are you going then ? ' 

'ToDol,' 

‘In that case go back to A^Tanches or remain at 
Pontorson, ’ 

‘my?’ 

‘Because there is fighting at DoL' 

‘ Ah ! ’ said the horseman. 

Then he added, 'Give my horse some oats/ 

The host brought the trough, emptied a measure of 
oats into it, and took the bridle off the horse, which 
began to snuff and eat. 

The dialogue continued. 

' Citizen, is that a horse of requisition ? ’ 

'No.' 

‘ It belongs to you ? ’ 

‘Yes, I bought and paid for it. ' 

‘ \A^ere do 3’ou come from ? ' 

‘Paris.' 

‘Not direct ?’ 

'No.' 

‘ I should think not 1 The roads are closed. But the 
post runs still.' 

‘As far as Alen9on. I left it there.' 

‘Ah I Very soon there will be no longer any posts 
in France. There are no more horses. A horse worth 
three hundred francs costs six hundred, and fodder is 
be3’ond all price. I have been postmaster, and now I 
am keeper of a cookshop. Out of thirteen hundred 
and tloirteen postmasters that there used to be, two 
hundred have resigned. Citizen, you travelled accord- 
ing to the new tariff ? ' 

‘That of the ist of May — ^yes. ' 

‘Twenty sous a post for a carriage, twelve for a gig. 
hve sous for a van. Y ou bought your horse at Alen9on?' 
‘Yes.' 
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''You have ridden all day ? ' 

‘ Since da^vn. ' 

'And yesterday ? ’ 

'And the day before.' 

'I can see that. * You came by Domfront and 
Mortain. ' 

‘And Avranches/ 

'Take my advice, citizen; rest yourself. You must 
be tired. Your horse is certainly. ' 

'Horses have a right to be tired; men have not.’ 

The host again fixed his eyes on the traveller. It was 
.a grave, calm, severe face, framed by gray hair. 

The innkeeper cast a glance along the road, which 
was deserted as far as the eye could reach, and said, 
'And you travel alone in this fashion ? ’ 

' I have an escort. ' 

'\\^ere is it ?* 

, 'My sabre and pistols.’ 

The innkeeper brought a bucket of water, and, while 
^ the horse was drinking, studied the traveller, and said 
.mentally, 'All the same, he has the look of a priest.’ 

The horseman resumed : ‘You say there is fighting 
atDol?’ 

'Yes. That ought to be about beginning.’ 

‘ Who is fighting ? ’ 

'One ci-devant against another d-devant.’ 

' ‘You said?’ 

'I say that an ex-noble who is for the Republic 
is fighting against another ex-noble who is for the 
King.’ 

‘But there is no longer a king. ’ 

'There is the little fellow ! The odd part of the 
business is that these two ci-devants are relations.’ 

The horseman listened attentively. The innkeeper 
continued : ' One is 3"oung, the other old. It is the 
grand-nephew who fights the great-uncle. The uncle 
is a Royalist, the nephew a Patriot. The uncle com- 
mands the 'V^ites, the nephew commands the Blues. 



‘2i6 ninety-three 

Ah, they vnU show no quarter, 1*11 warrant you. It 
is war to the death. ' 

'Death?* 

'Yes, citizen. Hold! Would you like to see the 
compliments ihey fling at each other's heads ? Here is 
a notice the old man finds means to placard every^vhere, 
on ah the houses and all the trees, and that he has had 
stuck up on my very door, ’ 

The host held up his lantern to a square of paper 
fastened on a panel of the double door, and, as the 
placard was witten in large characters, the traveller 
could read it as he sat on his horse. 

'The Marquis de Lantenac has the honour of in- 
forming his grand-nephew, the Viscount Gauvain, that, 
if the ^larquis has the good fortune to seize his person, 
he uill cause the Viscount to be decentty shot. ' 

‘ Here, ’ added the host, ‘ is the reply. * 

He went forward, and threw the light of the lantern 
upon a second placard placed on a level with the first 
upon the other leaf of the door. The traveller read, — 

' Gauvain warns Lantenac that, if he takes him, he 
have him shot.’ 

'Yesterda 5 ^* said the host, 'the first placard was 
stuck on my door, and this morning the second. There 
was no waiting for the answer. 

The traveller, in a half-voice, and as if speaking to 
himself, uttered these words, which the innkeeper 
heard without really comprehending. 

'Yes; this is more than war in the country^ — ^it is war 
in families. It is necessary, and it is well. The grand 
restoration of the people must be bought at this 
price. * 

And the traveller raised his hand to his hat and 
saluted the second placard, on which his eyes were still 
fixed. 

The host continued: 'So, citizen, 3 ^ou understand 
how the matter lies. In the cities and the large towns 
we are for the Revolution, in the country they are 
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against it; that is to say, in the towns people are Frencli- 
men, and in the villages they arc Bretons, It is a waf 
of the tovTispeople against the peasants. They call 
us clowns; wc call them boors. Tlic nobles and the 
priests are with them/ 

■ ‘Not all/ intcmipled the hoi'senian. 

‘Certainly not, citizen, since we have Iierc a viscount 
against a marquis.' 

Then lie added to himself, ‘And I feel sure I am 
speaking to a priest,' 

Tile liorseman continued: 'And which of tlie two 
has tlic best of it ? ' 

'TJie viscount so far. But he has to work hard. 
The old man is a tough one, The}^ belong to the 
Gauvain family — nobles of these parts. It is a famity 
witli two branches : there is the great branch, whose 
chief is called tlie Marquis de I..anlcnac; and there is 
the lesser branch whose head is called the Viscount Gau- 
5 vain. To-da}^ the two branches fight each other. 
* One docs not sec that among trees, but one sees it 
among men. This Marquis dc Lantcnac is all-powerful 
in Brittany; the peasants consider him a prince. The 
very day he landed, eight thousand men joined liim; 
in a week, three hundred parishes had risen. If he 
liad been able to get foothold on the coast, the English 
would have landed. Luckil}^ this Gauvain was at 
hand — tlie other's grand-nephew — odd chance I Ho 
is the Republican commander, and lie lias checkmated 
his great-uncle. And then, as good luck would have 
it, tvlien tliis Lantcnac arrived, and was massacring 
a licap of prisoners, he had two women shot, one of 
whom had three children that had been adopted by a 
Paris battalion. And that made a terrible battalion. 
They call themselves the Battalion of the^ Bonnet 
Rouge. There are not many of those Parisians left, 
but tiiey are tremendous fighters. They have been 
incorporated into the dm sion of Commandant Gauvain. 
Nothing can stand against them. They mean to 
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avenge the Avomen and retake the children. Nobod}* 
knows what the old man has done vAth the little ones. 
That is what enraged the Parisian grenadiers. Suppose- 
those babies had not been mixed up in the matter— 
the wax would not be what it is. The \"iscount is a 
good, brave young man; but the old fellow is a terribk 
marquis. The peasants call it the war of Saint Michael 
against Beelzebub. Y^ou know, perhaps, that Saint 
^lichael is an angel of the district. There is a mountairr 
named after him out in the bay. They say he over- 
came the demon, and buried liim under anothei 
mountain near here, which is called Tombelaine.' 

‘Yes,' murmured the horseman; 'Tumba Beleni 
the tomb of Beienus — Bel, Belial, Beelzebub/ 

‘I see that you are well informed.' 

And the host again spoke to himself. ‘He under- 
stands Latin ! Decidedly he is a priest. ' 

Then he resumed: ‘Well, citizen, for the peasants 
it is that war beginning over again. For them the. 
Royalist general is Saint Michael, and Beelzebub if 
the Republican commander. But if there is a devil, 
it is certainly Lantenac; and if there is an angel, it i« 
Gauvain. Y’ou uili take nothing, citizen ? ' 

‘I have my gourd and a bit of bread. But you do 
not tell me what is passing at DoL' 

‘This. Gauvain commands the exploring column of 
the coast, Lantenac's aim was to rouse a general 
insurrection, and sustain Lower Brittany by the aid 
of Lower Normandy, open the door to Pitt, and give 
a shove forward to the Vendean army, uith twenty 
thousand English and two hundred thousand peasants. 
Gauvain cut this plan short. He holds the coast, 
and he drives Lantenac into the interior and the Englisli 
into the sea. Lantenac was here, and Gauvain has 
dislodged him; has taken him from the Pont-au-Beau, 
has driven him out of Avranches, chased him out of 
Villedieu, and kept him from reaching Granville. He 
is manoeuvring to shut him up again in the Forest of 
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Fotigeres, and to surround him. Yesterday every- 
thing was doing well. Gauvain was here rvith his 
dmsion. All of a sudden — ^look sharp ! — ^the old man, 

. who is skilful, made a point: infonnation comes that 
he has marched on Dol. If he takes Dol and estab- 
,lishes a battery on Mount Dol (for he has cannon), 
then there rvill be a place on the coast where the English 
can land, and everything is lost. That is why, as 
there was not a minute to lose, that Gauvain, who is 
a man with a head, took counsel with nobody but 
, himself, asked no orders and waited for none, but 
I sounded the signal to saddle, put to his artillery, 

■ collected his troop, drew his sabre, and, while Lantenac 
throw’s himself on Dol, Gauvain throrvs himself on 
Lantenac. It is at Dol that these two Breton heads 
will knock together. There will be a line shock. 
They are at it now’. 

' How long does it take to get to Dol ? ’ 

( 'At least three hours for a troop w’ith cannon: 

' but they are there now. ’ 

The traveller listened, and said, ' In fact, I think I 
hear cannon. ’ 

The host listened. 'Yes, citizen;' and the musketry. 
They have opened the ball. You would do well to 
pass the night here. There wll be nothing good to 
catch over there. ’ 

'I cannot stop. I must keep on my road.’ 

'You are wrong. I do not know your business; but 
the risk is great, and unless it concerns w’hat you 
hold dearest in the world ’ 

'In truth it is that which is concerned,’ said the 
cavalier. 

'Something like your son ’ 

'Very nearly that,’ said the cavalier. 

The innkeeper raised his head and said to himself, 
'Still this citizen gives me the impression of being a 
priest.’ Then, after a little reflection, 'All the same. 
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avenge the vomen and retake the children. Nobody 
knot’s what the old man has done with the little ones. 
That is what enraged the Parisian grenadier.^. Suppose 
those babies had not been mixed up in the m.atter— 
the war would not be what it is. The \ iscount is a 
good, brave young man; but the old fellow i? a terrible 
marquis. The peasants call it the war of Saint Michael 
against Beelzebub. You know, perhaps, that Saint 
Michael is an angel of the district. There is a mountain 
named after him out in the bay. The}' say he over- 
came the demon, and buried him under another 
mountain near here, which is called Tombelaine.’ 

‘Yes,’ murmured the horseman; ‘Tumba Beleni, 
the tomb of Belenus— Bel, Belial, Beelzebub.’ 

‘I see that you are well informed.’ 

And the host again spoke to himself. 'He under- 
stands Latin ! Decidedly he is a priest. ' 

Then he resmned: ‘Well, citizen, for the peasants 
it is that war beginning over again. For them the 
Royah'st general is Saint hKchael, and Beelzebub is 
the Republican commander. But if there is a devil, 
it is certainly Lantenac; and if there is an angel, it is 
Gauvain. You will take nothing, citizen ? ' 

' I have my gomd and a bit of bread. But you do 
not teU me what is passing at Dol. ’ 

‘This. Gauvain commands the exploring column of 
the coast. Lantenac’s_ aim was to rouse a general 
insurrection, and sustain Lower Brittany by the ajd 
of Lower Normandy, open the door to Pitt, and give 
a shove forward to the Vendean army, with twenty 
thousand English and two hundred thousand peasants. 
Ga-uvain cut this plan short. He holds the coast, 
and he drives Lantenac into the interior and the English 
into the sea. Lantenac was here, and Gauvain has 
dislodged him; has taken him from the Pont-au-Beau, 
has driven him out of ArTanches, chased him out of 
Villedieu, and kept him from reaching Gran^-ille. He 
is manoeuvring to shut him up again in the Forest of 
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Foiigeres, and to surround him. Yesterday every- 
thing was doing well. Gauvain was here vnih his 
dhnsion. All of a sudden — ^look sharp ! — ^the old man, 
who is skilful, made a point; information comes that 
he has marched on Dol. If he takes Dol and estab- 
lishes a battery on iNlount Dol (for he has cannon), 
then there udll be a place on the coast where the English 
can land, and ever^dhing is lost. That is why, as 
there was not a minute to lose, that Gauvain, who is 
a man with a head, took counsel with nobody but 
himsdf, asked no orders and waited for none, but 
sounded the signal to saddle, put to his artillery, 
collected his troop, drew his sabre, and, while Lantenac 
throws himself on Dol, Gauvain throws himself on 
Lantenac. It is at Dol that these two Breton heads 
wdll knock together. There will be a fine shock. 
They are at it now. 

* How long does it take to get to Dol ? * 

'At least three hours for a troop with cannon; 
I but the}^ are there now. ’ 

The traveller listened, and said, ‘In fact, I think I 
hear cannon. ' 

The host listened. 'Yes, citizen-; and the musketry. 
They have opened the ball. You would do well to 
pass the night here. There ^vill be nothing good to 
catch over there.’ 

' I cannot stop. I must keep on my road. * 

‘Y'ou are wTong. I do not know your business; but 
I the risk is great, and unless it concerns what you 
I hold dearest in the world 

I 'In truth it is that which is concerned,’ said the 
cavalier, 

‘Something like your son ' 

' Very nearly that, ' said the cavalier. 

The innkeeper raised his head and said to himself, 
j 'Still this citizen gives me the impression of being a 
priest.’ Then, after a little reflection, 'All the same, 
a priest may have children.’ 
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‘Put the bridle back on my horse/ said the traveller. 
‘How much do I owe you ?’ 

He paid the man. 

The host set the .trough and the bucket back against 
the wall and returned toward the horseman. 

‘ Since you are determined to go, listen to my advice. 
You are going to Saint-Malo. Well, do not pass by 
Dol. There are two roads; the road by Dol, and the 
road along the seashore. There is scarcely any differ- 
ence in their length. The seashore road passes by 
Saint-Georges-de-Brehaigne, Cherrueix, and Hirel-le- 
Vivier. You leave Dol to the south and Cancale to the 
north. Citizen, at the end of the street you will find 
the branching off of the two routes; that of Dol is on 
the left, that of Saint-Georges-de-Brehaigne on the 
right. Listen well to me; if you go by Dol, you will fall 
into the middle of the massacre. That is why you 
must not take to the left, but to the right.* 

'Thanks,' said the traveller. 

He spurred his horse forward. The obscurity was 
now complete; he hurried on into the night. The inn- 
keeper lost sight of him. 

'S^en the traveller reached the end of the street 
where the two roads branched off, he heard the voice 
of the innkeeper calling to him from afar, ‘Take the 
right 1 ' 

He took the left. 


CHAPTER II 

DOL 

Dol, a Spanish city of France in Brittany, as the guide- 
books style it, is not a town; it is a street. A great old 
Gothic street, bordered all the way on the right and thp 
leit by houses with pillars, placed irregularly so that 
they form nooks and elbows in the highway^ which is 
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nevertheless very mde. The rest of the town is only 
a network of lanes, attaching themselves to this great 
diametrical street, and pouring into it like brooks into 
a riven The city, without gates or walls, open, over- 
looked by Mount Dol, -could not ha ve^ sustained a siege, 
but the street might have sustained one. The promon- 
tories of houses, which were still to be seen fifty years 
back, and the twn-pillared galleries which bordered 
the street, made a battle-ground that w^as very strong 
and capable of offering great resistance. Each house 
was a fortress in fact, and it w’ould be necessary to take 
them one after another. The old market w^as very 
nearly in the middle of the street. 

The innkeeper of the Croix-Brancard had spoken 
truly — a mad conflict filled Dol at the moment he 
uttered the words. A nocturnal duel between the 
\^^lites, that morning arrived, and the Blues, who had 
come upon them in the evening, burst suddenly over 
the towm. The forces ^vere unequal; the ^Vhites 
numbered sb: thousand — there were only fifteen 
hundred of the Blues; but there was equality in point 
of obstinate rage. Strange to say, it was the fifteen 
hundred wEo had attacked the six thousand. 

On one side a mob, on the other a phalanx. On one 
side six thousand peasants, with blessed medals on their 
leathern vests, white ribbons on their round hats, 
Christian devices on their braces, chaplets at their 
belts, carr^^ing more pitchforks than sabres, carbines 
without bayonets, dragging cannon with ropes; badly 
equipped, ill disciplined, poorly aimed, but frantic. In 
opposition to them ^Yere fifteen himdred soldiers, 
w^earing three-cornered hats, coats with large tails and 
wEite lapels, shoulder-belts crossed, coppef-liilted 
sw^ords, and carrying guns ivith long bayonets. They 
were trained, skilled; docile, yet fierce; obeying like 
men who would know how to command. Volunteers 
also, shoeless and in ra^ too, but volunteers for their 
country. On the side ot Monarchy, peasants who w^ere 
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paladins; for the Revolution, barefooted heroes, and. 
each troop possessing a soul in its leader; the Royali^S 
having an old man, the Republicans a young one. On 
this side, Lantenac; on the other, Gauvain. 

The Revolution, side by side with its faces of youthful 
giants like those of Danton, Saint- Just, and Robes- 
pierre, has faces of ideal youth, like those of Hoche and 
Marceau. Gauvain was one of these. He was thirty 
years old; he had a Herculean bust, the solemn eye of 
a prophet, and the laugh of a child. He did not smoke, 
he did not drink, he did not swear. He carried a dress- 
ing-case through the whole war; he took care of his 
nails, his teeth, and his hair, which was dark and 
luxuriant. During halts he himself shook in the wind 
his military coat, riddled with bullets and wiute with 
dust. Though always rushing headlong into an affray, 
he had never been wounded. His singularly sweet 
voice had at command the harsh imperiousness needed 
by a leader. He set the example of sleeping on the 
ground, in the wind, the rain, and the snow, rolled in 
his cloak and with his noble head pillowed on a stone. 
His was a heroic and innocent soul. The sabre in his 
hand transfigured him. He had that effeminate air 
which in battle turns into something formidable. 

With all that, a thinker and a philosopher — a youth- 
ful sage. Alcibiades in appearance; Socrates in speech. 

In that immense improvisation of the French 
Revolution, this young man had become at once a 
leader. His division, formed by himself, was like a 
Roman legion, a kind of complete little army; it was 
composed of infantry and cavalry; it had' its scouts, its 
pioneers, its sappers, pontooners; and as a Roman 
legion had its catapults. This one had its cannon. 
Three * pieces, well mounted, rendered the column 
strong, while leaving it easy to guide. 

Lantenac was also a thorough soldier — ^a more con- 
summate one. He was at the same time wary and 
bold. Old heroes have more cold determination than 
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young ones, because they arc far removed from the 
varmth of life’s morning; more audacity, because they 
are near death. YTiat have they to lose ? So very 
little. Hence the manreuvres of Lantenac were at once 
rash and skilful. But -in the main, and almost always, 
in this dogged hand-to-hand conflict between the old 
man and the young, Gauvain gained the advantage. 
It was rather the work of fortune than anything else. 
All good luck— even successes which are in themselves 
terrible— -go to youth. Victory is feminine. Lantenac 
was exasperated against Gauvain; firstly, because 
Gauvain fought against him; in the second place, 
because he was of his kindred. What did he mean by 
turning Jacobin ? This Gauvain ! This mischievous 
dog ! His heir — for the marquis had no children — ^his 
grand-nephew, almost his grandson. ‘Ah,’ said this 
quasi-grandfather, ‘if I put my hand on him, I mil 
kill him like a dog ! ’ 

For that matter the Revolution was right to disquiet 
itself in regard to this iMarquis de Lantenac. An earth- 
quake followed his landing. His name spread through 
the Vendean insurrection like a train of powder, and 
Lantenac at once became the centre. In a revolt of 
that nature, where each is jealous of the other, and each 
has his thicket or ravine, the arrival of a superior rallies 
the scattered leaders who have been equals among them- 
selves. Nearly all the forest captains had joined Lan- 
tenac, and, whether near or far off, they obeyed him. 
One man alone had departed; it was thp first who had 
joined him — Gavard. Wherefore ? Because he had 
been a man of trust. Gavard had known all the secrets 
and adopted all the plans of the ancient s}'stem of civil 
war; Lantenac apfjeared to replace and supplant him. 
One does not inherit from a man of trust; the shoe of 
La Ronarie did not fit Lantenac. Gavard departed to 
rejoin Bonchamp. 

Lantenac, as a military man, belonged to the school 
of Frederic 11 . ; he understood combining the great war 
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wth the little. He would have neither a 'confused 
mass,' like the great Catholic and royal army, a crowd 
destined to be crushed, nor a troop of guerillas scattered 
among the hedges and copses, good to harass, impotent 
to destroy. Guerilla warfare finishes nothing, or finishes 
ill; it begins by attackinp; a republic and ends by rifling 
a diligence. Lantenac did not comprehend this Breton 
war as the other chiefs had done ; La Roche jacquelein 
was all for open country campaigns, Jean Chouan all fol 
the forest; he would have neither Vendde nor Chouan- 
nerie; he wanted real warfare; he would make use of 
the peasant, but he meant to depend on the soldier. He 
wanted bands for strategy and regiments for tactics. 
He found these village armies admirable for attack, for 
ambush and surprise, quickly gathered, quickly dis- 

S ersed ; but he felt that they lacked solidity ; they were 
ke water in his hand; he wanted to create a solid base 
in this floating and diffused war; he wanted to combine 
with the savage army of the forests regularly drilled 
troops that would make a pivot about which he could 
mancBuvre the peasants. It was a profound and 
terrible conception; if it had succeeded, the Vendee 
would have been unconquerable. 

But where to find regular troops ? Where look for 
soldiers ? Where seek for regiments ? Where discover 
an army ready made ? In England. Hence Lantenac's 
determmed idea—to land the English. 'Thus the con- 
science of parties capitulates. The white cockade hid 
the red uniform from Lantenac's sight. He had only 
one thought — ^fo get possession of some point on the' 
coast and deliver it up to Pitt. That was why, seeing 
Dol defenceless, he flung himself upon it; the taking 
of the town would give him Mount Dol and Mount Dol 
the coast. 

The place was well chosen. The cannon of Mount 
Dol would sweep the Fresnois on one side and Saint- 
Brelade on the other; would keep the cruisers of Can- 
cale at a distancej and leave the whole beach, from 
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Razsur-Couesnon to Saint-Meloir-des-Ondes, clear for 
an invasion. 

For the can^dng out of this decisive attempt, Lan- 
tenac had brought vnth him only a little over six 
thousand men, the flower of the bands which he had at 
his disposal, and all his artillery — ^ten sixteen-pound 
culverins, a demi-culverin, and a four-pounder. His 
idea v/as to^ establish a strong battery on Mount Dol, 
upon the principle that a thousand shots fired from ten 
cannon do more execution than fifteen hundred fired 
with five. Success appeared certain. They were six 
thousand men. Towards Avranches, they had only 
Gauvain and his fifteen hundred men to fear, and 
L&helle in the direction of Dinan, It was true that 
Lechelle had twenty-five thousand men, but he was 
twenty leases av/ay. So Lantenac felt confidence; 
on Lechelle^s side he put the ^eat distance against the 
great numbers; with Gauvain, the size of the force 
against their propinquity. Let us add that Lechelle 
was an idiot, who later on allowed his twenty-five 
thousand men io be exterminated in the landes of the 
Croix-Bataille — a blunder which he atoned for by 
suicide. 

So Lantenac felt perfectly secure. His entrance into 
Dol was sudden and ferocious. The Marquis de Lan- 
tenac had a stem reputation; he was kno'wn to be vdth- 
out pity. No resistance was attempted. The terrified 
inhabitants barricaded themselves in their houses. The 
six thousand Vendeans installed themselves in the town 
with rustic confusion; it was almost like a fair-ground, 
without quartermasters, rvithout allotted camp, 
bivouacking at hazard, cooking in the open air, scatter- 
ing themselves among the churches, forsaking their 
guns for their .rosaries, Lantenac went in haste 
\vitli some artillery officers to reconnoitre Mount Dol, 
leaving the command to Gouge-Ie-Bruant, whom he 
had appointed field-sergeant. 

This Gouge-le-Bruant has left a vague trace in 
N.-T, H 
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history. He had two nicknames — Brhc-hku, on account 
of his massacre of patriots; and Iiiuvius, because he had 
in him a something that was indescribably horrible. 
hndnns, derived from inianis, is an old loVz-Nonnan 
word which expresses superhuman ugliness, some- 
thing almost divine in its aviulness — a demon, a satyr, 
an ogre. An ancient manuscript sa3"s, ‘\^’ith my two 
e^^es I saw Imanus/ The old people of the Bocage no 
longer know now who Gouge-le-Bruant was, nor what 
Brise-bleu signifies; but they know, confusedlj^ 
Imanus; Imanus is mingled with the local super- 
stitions. They talk of him still at Tremorel and at 
Plumaugat, two rillages where Gouge-le-Bruant has 
left the trace of his dark course. In the A^endee the 
others were savages; Gouge-Ie-Bruant was the bar- 
barian. He was a species of Cacique, tattooed with 
Christian crosses and ficur-de-lis] he had on his face 
the hideous, almost supernatural glare of a soul which 
no other human soul resembled. He was infernally 
brave in combat ; atrocious afterwards. His w^as 
a heart full of tortuous intricacies, capable of all forms 
of devotion, inclined to all madnesses, Did he reason ? 
Yes; but as serpents crawl — in a twisted fashion. He 
started from heroism to reach murder. It w’as im- 
possible to divine whence his resolves came to him — 
they w^ere sometimes grand from their very mons- 
trosity. He w^as capable of every possible unexpected 
horror. His ferocity was epic. 

Hence his mysterious niclmame — Imanus. 

The Marquis de Lantenac had confidence in his 
cruelt}’. 

It was true that Imanus excelled in cruelty, but in 
strategy and in tactics he w^as less clever, and perhaps 
the marquis erred in making him his field-sergeant. 
How'ever that might be, he left Imanus behind him 
wdth instructions to replace him and look after every- 
thing. 

Gouge-le-Bruant, a man more of a fighter than 2 
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soldier, was fitter to cut the throats of a clan than to 
guard a town. Still he posted main guards. 

Ylien evening came, as the I\Iarquis de Lantenac was 
returning toward Doli after having decided upon the 
ground for his battery, he sudden!}^ heard the report of 
cannon. He looked forward, A red smoke was rising 
from the principal street. There had been surprise, 
invasion, assault; thej'^ were fighting in the town. 

Although very difficult to astonish, he was stupefied. 
He had not been prepared for anytloing of the sort. Who 
could it be ? Evidently it was not Gauvain. No man 
would attack a force that numbered four to his one. 
Was it Lechelle ? But could he have made such a 
forced march ? Lechelle was improbable; Gauvain, 
impossible. 

Lantenac urged on his horse-. As he rode fonvard, he 
encountered the flying inhabitants; he questioned* 
them; they were mad with terror; they cried, *The 
j" Blues 1 the Blues ! ' When he arrived, the situation 
was a bad one. 

This is what had happened. 


CHAPTER III 

SMALL ARMIES AND GREAT BATTLES 

As w^e have just seen, the peasants, on arriving at Dol, 
dispersed themselves through the towm, each man 
following his owm fancy, as happens W’hen troops ‘obey 
from friendship’ — a favourite expression with the 
^^endeans — a species of obedience which makes heroes, 
but not troopers. They thrust the artiller}^ out of the 
way along with the baggage, under the arches of the old 
j market-hall. They w’ere w^eary; the}’^ ate, drank, 

, counted their rosaries, and lay down pell-mell across 
tlie principal street, w’hich wus encumbered ratlier than 
guarded. 
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As night came on, the greater portion fell asleep, vntl' > 
their heads on their knapsacks, some having their vAve^ } 
beside them; for the peasant women often foilo^YedtheiI* i 
husbands, and the robust ones acted as spies. It was a 
mild July evening; the constellations glittered in the 
deep purple of the sky. The entire bivouac, which , 
resem&ed rather the halt of a caravan than an army 
encamped, gave itself up to repose. Suddenly, amid : 
the dull gleams of twilight, such as had not yet closed 
their eyes saw three pieces of ordnance pointed at the \ 
entrance of the street. ^ 

It was Gauvain's artillery. He had surprised the 
main guard. He was in the to\Yn, and his column held 
the top of the street. 

A peasant started up, cried, 'Who goes there ? ' and 
fired his musket; a cannon shot replied. Then a furious 
discharge of musketi^^ burst forth. The whole drowsy 
crowd sprang up with a start. A rude shock, to fall 
asleep under the stars and wake under a volley of grape- 
shot. The first moments.were terrific. There is nothing 
so tragic as the aimless swarming of a thunderstricken 
crowd. They flung themselves on their arms. They 
yelled, they ran; many fell. The assaulted peasants no 
longer knew what they were about, and blindly shot 
each other. The townspeople, stunned with fright, 
rushed in and out of their houses, and wandered fran- 
tically amid the hubbub. Families shrieked to one 
another. A dismal combat, in which women and chil- 
dren were mingled. The balls, as they whistled over- 
head, streaked the darkness \vith rays of light. 
A fusillade poured from every dark comer. There was 
nothing but smoke and tumult. The entanglement of 
the baggage-wagons and the cannon-carriages was 
added to the confusion. The horses became un- 
manageable. The wounded were trampled under foot. 
The groans of the poor fetches, helpless on the ground, 
filled the air. Horror here — stupefaction there. 
Soldiers and officers sought for one another. In the 
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midst of all this could be seen creatures made indifferent 
to the a%vful scene by personal preoccupations. A 
woman sat nursing newborn babe, seated on a bit 
of wall, against which her husband leaned with his leg 
broken; and he, while his blood was flowing, tranquilly 
loaded his rifle and fired at random, straight before him 
into the darkness. Men l3dng flat on the ground fired 
across the spokes of the wagon-wheels. At moments 
there rose a hideous din of clamours; then the great 
voices of the cannon drovmed all. It was avdul. 

It was like a felling of trees; they dropped one upon 
another. Gauvain poured out a deadly fire from his 
ambush, and suffered little loss. 

Still the peasants, courageous amid their disorder,, 
ended by putting themselves on the defensive; they 
retreated into the market — a-vast obscure redoubt, a 
forest of stone pillars. There they again made a stand; 
anything which resembled a wood gave them con- 
f fidence. Imanus supplied the absence of Lantenac as 
best he could. They had cannon, but, to the great 
astonishment of Gauvain, they did not make use of it; 
that was owing to the fact that 'the artillery officers 
had gone with the marquis to reconnoitre Mount Dol, 
and the peasants did not know how to manage the 
culverins and demi-culverins; but they riddled with 
balls the Blues who cannonaded them. They replied 
to the grape shot by volleys of musketry. It was now 
they who were sheltered. They had heaped together 
the drays, the tumbrils, the casks, all the litter of the 
, old market, and improvised a lofty barricade, with 
' openings through which they could pass their carbines. 
From these holes their fusillade was murderous. The 
whole was quickly arranged. In a quarter of an hour 
the market presented an impregnable front. 

This became a serious matter for Gauvain. This 
market suddenly transformed into a citadel was unex- 
pected. The peasants were inside'it, massed and solid. 
Gauvain 's surprise had succeeded, but he ran the risk of 
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defeat » He got down from his saddle. He stood atten- 
tively stud^dng the darkness, his arms folded, clutching 
his sw'ord in one hand, erect, in the glare of a torch 
which lighted his batteI3^ 

The gleam, falling on his tall figure, made him visible 
to the men behind the barricade. He became an aim for 
them, but he did not notice it. 

The show’er of balls sent out from the barricade fell 
about him as he stood there, lost in thought. 

But he could oppose cannon to all these carbines, and 
cannon ahvaj's ends by getting the advantage. Victoi3^ 
rests with him who has the artil]eiy\ His battery, well 
manned, ensured him the superiority. 

• Suddenly a lightning-like flash burst from the 
shadowy market; there w’as a sound like a peal of 
tliunder, and a ball broke through a house above 
Gauvain's head. The barricade w*as repl3ing to the 
cannon with its own voice. had happened ? 

Something new' had occurred. The artillery w'as no 
longer confined to one side. 

A second ball followed the first and buried itself in 
the w'all close to Gauvain. A third knocked his hat off 
on the ground. 

These balls w'ere of a hea\y calibre. It w'as a sixteen- 
pounder that fired. 

'They are aiming at you, commandant,’ cried the 
artilleiymen. 

They extinguished the torch, Gauvain, as if in a 
reverie, picked up his hat. 

Some one had, in fact, aimed at Gauvain — it w'as 
Lantenac. The Marquis had just arrived within the 
barricade from the opposite side. 

Imanus had hurried to meet him. 

‘ ]\ronseigneur, we are surprised.’ 

‘By whom ? ' 

‘I do not know\’ 

‘Is the road to Dinan free ? ’ 

'I tliink so.’ 



231 


NINETY-THREE 

*We must begin a retreat/ 

' It has commenced. A good many have run away/ 

'We must not run; we must fall back. Why are you 
not making use of this artillery ? ' 

'The men lost their heads; besides, the officers were 
' not here.' 

'I am come.' 

‘Monseigneur, I have sent towards Fougeres all I 
could of the baggage, the women, everything useless. 
^Affiat is to be done wdth the three little prisoners ? ’ 

‘Ah, those children 1 ' 

'Yes/ 

‘They are our hostages. Have them taken to La 
Tourgue.* 

This said, the Llarquis rushed to the barricade. With 
the arrival of the chief the whore face of affairs changed. 
The barricade was ill constnicted for artillery; there 
was only room for two cannon; the Marquis put in 
i position a couple of sixteen-pounders, for which loop- 
holes were made. As he leaned over one of the guns, 
watching the enemy's battery through the opening, 
he perceived Gauvain. 

'It is he r cried the Marquis. 

Then he took the swab and rammer himself, loaded 
the piece, sighted it, and fired. 

Thrice he aimed at Gauvain and missed. The third 
time he only succeeded in knocking his hat off. 

'Numbskull!' muttered Lantenac; ‘a little lower, 
and I should have taken his head.' 

Suddenly the torch went out, and he had only dark- 
ness before him. 

'So be it,' said he. 

Then turning toward the peasant gunners, he cried, 
'Now let them have it.' 

Gauvain, on his side, was not less in earnest. The 
seriousness* of the situation increased. A new phase of 
the combat developed itself. The barricade had begun 
to use cannon. Who could tell if it was not about to 
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pass from the defensive to the offensive ? He had before 
him, after deducting the killed and fugitives, at leas' 
fi\ e thousand^ combatants, and he had left only twelve 
Iiundred serviceable men, YTiat would happen to the 
Republicans if the enemy perceived theii paucity o; 
numbers ? The parts were reversed. He had been the . 
assailant ; he would become the assailed. If the 
bamcade were to make a sortie, ev^er^’^thing might be 

YTiat was to be done ? He could no longer think oj ^ 
attacking the barricade in front; an attempt at main 
force would be foolhard}''; twelve hundred men cannot 
dislodge five thousand. To rush upon them was 
impossible; to wait would be fatal. He must make an 
end. But how ? 

Gauvain belonged to the neighbourhood; he was 
acquainted vith the town; he knew that the old market- 
house where the \^endeans were entrenched was backed 
by a lab}Tinth of narrow and croolced streets. ^ 

He turned toward his lieutenant, who was that 
valiant Captain Guechamp, afterwards famous foi 
clearmg out the forest of Concise, where Jean Chouan 
was born, and for preventing the taking of Bourgneuf ' 
by holdmg the dyke of La Chaxne against the rebels. 

Guechamp,’ said he, ‘I leave you in command. 
Fire as fast as you can. Riddle the barricade with 
cannon-balls. Keep all those fellou's over yonder busy ’ | 

‘I understand,’ said Guechamp. 

'Mass the whole column with their guns loaded, and ' 
hold them ready to make an onslaught.’ 

He added a few words in Guechamp’s ear. 

‘I hear,' said Guechamp. 

Gauvain resumed : ‘ Are all our drummers on foot ? ’ ! 

les. 

^Ve have nine. Keep two, and give me seven.’ 

The seven drummers ranged themselves in silence in . 
front of Gauvain. 

Then he said, ' Battalion of the Bonnet Rouge ! ’ 
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Twelve men, of whom one was a sergeant, stepped 
out from the' main body of the troop. 

'I demand the whole battalion,' said Gauvain. 

‘ Here it is/ replied tlie sergeant. 

'You are twelve!* 

'There arc twelve of us left.’ 

'It is well,’ said Gauvain. 

This sergeant was the good, rude trooper Radoub, 
who had adopted, in the name of the battalion, the 
three children tliey had encountered in the wood of 
La Saudraie. 

It will be remembered that only a demi-battalion had 
been exterminated at Herbe-en-Pail, and Radoub was 
fortunate enough not to have been among the number. 

There v/as a forage-wagon standing near; Gauvain 
pointed towards it with his finger. 

'Sergeant, order your men to make some straw ropes 
[ and twist them about their guns, so that there will be 
no noise if they knock together.' 

A minute passed; the order was silently exeaitcd in 
the darkness. 

'It is done,* said the sergeant. 

'Soldiers, take off your shoes,' commanded Gauvain. 

'We have none,' returned the sergeant. 

They numbered, counting the drummers, nineteen 
men; Gauvain made the twentieth. 

He cried, 'Follow me ! Single file I The drummers 
next to me; the battalion behind them. — Sergeant, you 
vnW command the battalion.' 

He put himself at the head of the column, and while 
the firing on both sides continued, these twent}^ men, 
gliding along like shadow, plunged into the deserted 
lanes. The line marched thus for some time, twisting 
along the fronts of the houses. The whole town seemed 
dead; the citizens were hidden in their cellars. Eveiy^ 
door was barred, every shutter closed; no light to be 
seen anywliere. 

Amid" this silence the principal street kept up its din; 
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the cannonading continued; the Republican batten* 
and the Ro3^ali5t barricade spit forth tiieir volle 3 ^s wit., 
undiminished fury. 

After twent}^ minutes of tliis tortuous march 
Gauvain, who kept his vray unerring^ through th 
darkness, reached the end of a lane whicli led into th* 
broad street, but on the other side of the market-house 
The position was altered. In this direction there was 
no entrenchments, according to the eternal imprudence 
of barricade-builders; the market was open and th.^ 
entrance free, among the pillars where some baggage- 
wagons stood ready to depart. Gauvain and his nine- 
teen men had the five thousand Vendeans before them 
but their backs instead of their faces. 

Gauvain spoke in a low voice to the sergeant; th*^ 
soldiers unt^risted the straw from their guns ; the twelvr 
grenadiers posted themselves in line behind the angle o 
the lane, and the seven drummers waited uith thei: 
drumsticks lifted. The artillery firing was inter- 
mittent. Suddenl}^ in a pause between the discharges. 
Gauvain waved his sword, and cried, in a voice which 
rang like a trumpet through the silence : ‘ Two hundrec' 
men to the right; two hundred men to the left; all thf 
rest in the centre ! * 

The twelve muskets fired, and the seven drums beat 

Gauvain uttered the formidable battle-cry of the 
Blues — *To 3 ^our ba 3 ^onets ! Dovm upon them !' 

The effect was prodigious. 

This whole peasant mass felt itself surprised in the 
rear, and believed that it had a fresh army at its back. 
At the same instant, on hearing the drums, the column 
which Guechamp commanded at the head of the street 
began to move, sounding the charge in its turn, ana 
flung itself at a run on the barricade. The peasants 
found themselves between two fires. Panic magnifies 
— a pistol-shot sounds like the report of a cannon; ir 
moments of terror the imagination heightens ever) 
noise — the barking of a dog sounds like the roar of i 
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lion. Add to this the fact that the peasant catches 
fright as easil}^ as thatch catches hre, and as quickly 
as a blazing thatch becomes a conflagi'ation, a panic 
among peasants becomes a rout. An indescribably 
confused flight ensued. 

In a few instants the nlarket-hall was empty; the 
terrified rustics broke away in all directions; the officers 
were powerless; Imanus uselessly killed two or three 
fugitives : nothing was to be heard but the cry, ' Sauve 
qui pent r The army poured through the streets of the 
town like water through the holes of a sieve, and 
dispersed into the open coimtiy with the rapidity of 
a cloud carried along by a whirlwind. Some fled toward 
Chateauneuf, some toward Plerguer, others toward 
Au train. 

The Marquis de Lantenac watched this stampede. He 
spiked the guns with his own hands and then retreated 
— the last of all, slowly, composedly, saying to himself, 
‘Decidedly the peasants will not stand. We must have 
the English.* 


CHAPTER IV 

'it is the second time* 

The vie 1 013^ was complete. 

Gauvain turned toward the men of the Bonnet 
Rouge battalion, and said, 'You are twelve, but you 
arc equal to a thousand.’ 

Praise from a chief was the cross of honour of those 
times. 

Gu^champ, despatched beyond the town by Gauvain, 
pursued the fugith^es and captured a great number. 

Torches were lighted and the town was searched. All 
who could not escape surrendered. They illuminated 
the principal street with fire-pots. It was strewn with 
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dead and dying. At the end of a fight tliere is a terrible 
struggle; a few desperate gro\ips here and there still 
resisted; they were surrounded, and threw down their 
arms. 

Gauvain had remarked, amid the frantic pell-mell 
of the retreat, an intrepid man, a sort of agile and 
robust form, who protected the flight of others, but had 
not himself fled. This peasant had used his gun so 
energetically — the barrel for firing, the butt-end for 
knocking down — ^that he had broken it; now he grasped 
a pistol in one hand and a sabre in the other. No one 
dared approach him. Suddenly Gauvain saw him reel 
and support himself against a pillar of the broad street. 
The man had just been wounded. But he still clutched 
the sabre and pistol in his fists. Gauvain put his 
sword under his arm and went up to him, 

'Surrender/ said he. 

The man looked steadily at him. The blood ran 
tlirough liis clothing from a wound which he liad 
received, and made a pool at his feet. 

'You are my prisoner,* added Gauvain. 

The man remained silent. 

' WTiat is 3"our name ? ' 

The man answered, ' I am called the Shadow- 
Dancer/ 

‘ You are a brave man/ said Gauvain. 

And he held out his hand. 

‘ The man cried, * Long live the King I ' 

Gathering up all his remaining strength, he raised 
both arms at once, fired his pistol at Gauvain 's heart, 
and dealt him a blow on the head witli liis sabre. 

He did it with the swiftness of a tiger, but some one 
else had been still more prompt. Tliis v»’as a man on 
horseback, who had arrived unobserved a few minutes 
before. This man, seeing the Vendean raise the sabre 
and pistol, rushed between him and Gauvain. But for 
this interposition Gauvain would have been killed. The 
horse recei\'ed the pistol-shot; the man received the 
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sabre-stroke; and both fell. It aU happened in the time 
it wpuld have needed to utter a cry. 

The Vendean on his side sank upon the pavement. 

The sabre had struclc the man full in the face; he lay 
' senseless on tlie stones. The horse was killed. 

Gauvain approached. ' Wlio is this man ? ’ said he. 

He studied him. The blood from the gash inundated 
the wounded man, and spread a red maslt over his face. 
It was impossible to distinguish his features, but one 
could see that his hair was graJ^ 

‘This man has saved my life,’ continued Gauvain. 
'Does any one here know him ? ’ 

‘Commandant,’ said a soldier, 'he came into the town 
a few minutes ago. I saw him enter; he came by 
the road from Pontorson.’ . 

The chief surgeon hurried up with his instrument- 
case. The wounded man was still insensible. The 
surgeon examined Iiim and said, — 

‘A simple gash. It is nothing. It can be sewed up. 
In eight days he will be on his feet again. It was a 
beautiful sabre-stroke ! ’ 

The sufferer wore a cloak, a tricoloured sash, pistols, 
and a sabre. He was laid on a litter. They undressed 
him. A bucket of fresh water was brought; the 
surgeon washed the cut; the face began to be visible. 
Gauvain studied it with profound attention. 

'Has he any papers on him ? ’ he asked. 

The surgeon felt in the stranger's side-pocket, and 
drew out a pocket-book, which he handed to Gauvain. 

The wounded man, restored by the cold water, began 
to come to himself, Efis eyelids moved slightly. 

Gauvain examined the pocket-book; he found in it 
a sheet of paper, folded four times; he opened this and 
read; ‘Committee of Public Safety. The Citizen 
Cimourdain.’ 

He uttered a cry : ‘Cimourdain ! ' 

_ The wounded man opened his eyes at this exclama- 
tion. 
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Gauvain was absolutely frantic. 

' Cimourdain I It is you ! This is the second time 
you have saved my life.’ 

Cimourdain looked at him. A gleam of ineffable joy 
lighted his bleeding face. 

Gauvain fell on his knees beside him, crying, ‘My 
master ! ’ 

‘Thy father/ said Cimourdain. 


CHAPTER V 


THE DROP OF COLD W.\TER 

They had not met for many years, but their hearts had 
never been parted; they recognised each other as if 
they had separated the evening before. 

An ambulance had been improvised in the town-hall 
of Dol. Cimourdain was placed on a bed in a little room 
next the great chamber common to the other wounded. 
The surgeon sewed up the cut, and put an end to the 
demonstrations of affection between the two men, judg- 
mg that Cimourdain ought to be left to sleep. Besides, 
Gauvain was claimed by the thousand occupations 
which are the duties and cares of victory. Cimourdain 
remained alone; but he did not sleep; he was con- 
sumed by two fevers^ — ^that of his w'ound and that of 
his ]oy. 

sleep, ^d still it did not seem to himself 
hat he was awake. Could it be possible that his dream 
^ .Cimourdain had long ceased to believe 
Sf w ? Jiappin^s could come to him, yet here it was. 

Gauvain. He had left him a child, he 
w great, formidable, 

fOT thf ^ triumphant, and triumphing 

SLtIi xr was the real support 5 the 

had Cimourdain, who 

had given this tower of strength to the Republic. This 
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victor \yas his pupil. The light which he saw illuminat- 
ing thfe youthful face — reser%^ed perhaps for the 
Republican Pantheon— was his own thought — ^his, 
Cimourdain’s. His disciple — ^the child of his spirit — 
was from henceforth a hero, and before long would be 
a glory. It seemed to Cimourdain that he saw the 
apotheosis of his own soul. He had just seen how 
Gauvain made war; he was like Chiron, who had 
watched Achilles fight. There was a m5'sterious 
analogy between the priest and the centaur, for the 
priest is only half-man. 

The excitement of this adventure, mingled with the 
sleeplessness caused by his wound, filled Cimourdain 
with a sort of mysterious intoxication. He saw a 
glorious 5muthful destiny rising, and what added to his 
profound joy was the possession of full power over this 
destiny; another success like that which he had just 
witnessed, and Cimourdain would only need to speak 
a single word to induce the Repubhc to confide an 
army to Gauvain. Nothing dazzles like the astonish- 
ment of complete victory. It was an era when each 
man had his military dream; each one wanted to make 
a general. Danton %vished to appoint Westermann; 
Marat wished to appoint Rossignol; Hebert wished to 
appoint Ronsin; Robespierre wished to put these all 
aside. YTiy not Gauvain ? asked Cimourdain of 
himself; and he dreamed. All possibilities were before 
him; he passed from one hypothesis to another; all 
obstacles vanished; when a man puts his foot on that 
ladder, he does not stop; it is an infinite ascent; one 
starts from earth and one reaches the stars. A great 
general is only a leader of armies ; a great captain is at 
the same time a leader of ideas : Cimourdain dreamed 
of Gauvain as a great captain. He seemed to see — for 
reverie travels swiftlj'^ — Gauvain on the ocean, chasing 
the English; on the Rhine, chastising the northern 
kings; on the Pyrenees, repulsing Spain; on the Alps, 
making a signal to Rome to rouse itself. There were 
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two men in Cimourdain, one tender, the other stem; 
both were satisfied, for the inexorable was his ideal, and 
at the same time that he saw Gauvain noble, he saw him 
terrible. Cimourdain thought of all that it was neces- 
sary to destroy before beginning to build up, and said 
to himself, 'Verily, this is no time for tenderness. 
Gauvain \vill be "up to the mark" ’ (an expression of 
the period). 

Cimourdain pictured Gauvain spuming the shadows 
with his foot, with a breastplate of light, a meteor-glare 
on his brow, rising on the grand ideal wings of Justice, 
Reason, and Progress, but with a sword in his hand : 
an angel — a destroyer like\vise. 

In the height of this reverie, which was almost an 
ecstasy, he heard through the half-open door a conver- 
sation in the great hall of the iunbulance which was 
next his chamber. He recognised Gauvain’s voice; 
through all those years of separation that voice had 
rung ever in his ear, and the voice of the man had still 
a tone of the childish voice he had loved. He listened^ 
There was a sound of soldiers’ footsteps; one of the 
men said, — 

‘Commandant, this is the man that fired at you. 
While nobody was watching, he dragged himself into 
a cellar. We found him. Here he is.' 

Then Cimourdain heard this dialogue between 
Gauvain and the prisoner, — 

‘You are wounded?' 

‘ I am well enough to be shot.’ 

‘Lay that man on a bed. Dress his wounds; take 
care of him; cure him.’ 

‘ I wish to die.’ 

‘You must live. You tried to kill me in the King’s 
name; I show you mercy in the name of the Republic.’ 

A shadow passed across Cimourdain’s forehead. He 
Was like a man waking up with a start, and he mur- 
mured with a sort of sinister dejection, — 

'In tmth, he is one of the merciful.' 
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CHAPTER VI. 

A. HE.ALED WOUHD; A BLEEDING HEART 

A CUT heals quickly; but there was in a certain place 
a person more seriously wounded than Cimourdain. 
It was the woman who had been shot, whom the 
beggar Tellemarch had picked up out of the great lake 
of blood at the farm of Herbe-en-Pail. 

]\Iichel]e Flechard was even in a more critical situa- 
tion than Tellemarch had believed. There was a wound 
in the shoulder-blade corresponding to the wound above 
the breast; at the same time that the ball broke her 
collar-bone another ball traversed her shoulder, but, as 
the limgs were not touched, she might recover. Tehe- 
march was a philosopher,' a peasant phrase which 
means a little of a doctor, a little of a surgeon, and a 
little of a sorcerer. He carried the wounded woman to 
his forest lair; Imd her upon his seaweed bed, and treated 
her by the aid of those mysterious things called 
‘simples,’ and thanks to him she hved. 

'The collar-bone knitted together, the wounds in the 
breast and shoulder closed; after a few weeks she was 
convalescent. One morning she was able to walk out of 
the camichot, leaning on Tellemarch, and seat herself 
beneath the trees in the sunshine. Tellemarch knew 
httle about her; wounds in the breast demand silence, 
and during the almost death-like agony wliich had pre- 
ceded her recovery she had scarcely spoken a word. 
When she tried to speak, Tellemarch stopped her, but 
she kept up an obstinate reverie; he could see in her 
eyes the sombre going and coming of poignant thoughts 
But this morning she was quite strong; she could 
almost walk alone; a cure is a patemitj', and Telle- 
march watched her -with delight. The good old man 
began to smile. He said to her, — 
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‘We are upon our feet again; we have no more 
wounds.’ 

‘Except in the heart/ said she. 

She added presently, ‘Then you have no idea where 
they are.’ 

‘Who are " they ” ? ’ demanded Tellemarch. 

‘ My children.’ 

This ‘then’ expressed a whole world of thoughts; it 
signified, ‘ Since you do not talk to me, since you have 
been so many days beside me without opening your 
mouth, since you stop me each time I attempt to break 
the silence, since you seem to fear that I shall speak, it 
is because you have nothing to tell me.’ 

Often, in her fever, in her wanderings, her delirium, 
she had called her children, and had seen clearly (for 
delirium makes its observations) that the old man did 
not reply to her. 

The truth was, Tellemarch did not know what to say 
to her. It is not easy to tell a mother that her children 
are lost. And then, what did he know ? Nothing. He 
knew that a mother had been shot, that this mother had 
been found on the ground by himself, that when he had 
taken her up she was almost a corpse, that this quasi- 
corpse had three children, and that Lantenac, after 
having had the mother shot, carried off the little ones. 
All his information ended there. What had become of 
the children? Were they even living? He knew, 
because he had inquired, that there were two boys, and 
a little girl, barely weaned. Nothing more. He asked 
himself a host of questions concerning this unfortunate 
group, but could answer none of them. The people of 
the neighbourhood whom he had interrogated con- 
tented^ themselves with shaking their heads. The 
Marquis de Lantenac was a man of whom they did not 
willingly talk. 

They did not \yillingly talk o/De Lantenac, and they 
did not willingly talk to Tellemarch. Peasants have 
a species of suspicion peculiar to themselves. They did 
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not like Tellemarch. Tellemarch the Caimand was 
a puzzling man. was he always studying the sky ? 

What was he doing, and what was he thinking in his 
long hours of stillness ? Yes, indeed, he was odd ! 
In this district, in full M’arfare, in full conflagration, in 
high tumult; where all men had only one business — 
devastation, and one work — carnage; where whosoever 
could burned a house, cut the throats of a family, 
massacred an outpost, sacked a village; where nobody 
thought of anything but la3dng ambushes for one 
another, drawing one another into snares, killing one 
another. This solitary, absorbed in nature, as if sub- 
merged in the immense peacefulness of its beauties, 
gathering herbs and plants, occupied solely with the 
flowers, the birds, and the stars, was evidently a dan- 
gerous man. Plainly he was not in possession of his 
reason; he did not lie in wait behind thickets; he did 
f not fire a shot at any one. Hence he created a certain 
dread about him. 

‘That man is mad,’ said the passers-by. 

Tellemarch was more than an isolated man; he was 
shunned. People asked him no questions and gave him 
few answers; so he had not been able to inform himself 
as he could have wished. The war had drifted else- 
where; the armies had gone to fight farther off; the 
' Jlarquis dc Lantenac had disappeared from the horizon 
and in Tellemarch’s state of mind for him to be conscious 
there was a war it was necessary for it to set its foot on 

After that cry — ' My children ’—Tellemarch ceased to 
smile, and the woman went back to her thoughts. WTiat 
' was passing in that soul ? It was as if she looked out 
from the depths of a gulf. Suddenly she turned toward 
Tellemarch, and cried anew, almost with an accent of 
rage, ‘My children !’ 

Tellemarch drooped his head like one guilty. He was 
thinking of this Marquis de Lantenac, who certainly was 
. not thinking of him, and who probably no longer 
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remembered that he existed. He accounted for this U. 
himself, saying, 'A lord — ^wlien he is in danger, ht 
knows you; when he is once out of it, he does not knov. 
you any longer.' 

And he asked himself, ‘ But why, then, did I save this 
lord?' And he answei'ed his ov/n question, ‘Because 
he was a man.' Thereupon he remained thoughtful for 
some time, then began again mentally, ‘Am I very sure 
of that ? ' 

He repeated his bitter words, ‘If I had knoum !' 

This whole adventure ovenvlielmed him, for in that 
which he had done he perceived a sort of enigma, H( 
meditated dolorously. A good action might sometime? 
be evil. He who saves the wolf kills the sheep. He whe 
sets the \’ulture's wing is responsible for his talons. He 
felt himself in truth guilty. Tlie unreasoning anger oi 
this mother was just. Still, to have saved her consoled 
him for having saved the Llarquis. 

But the children ? 

The mother meditated also. The reflections of these 
two went on side by side; and perhaps, though ^^^th* 
out speecli, met one another amid the shadows of 
reverie. 

The woman's ej^es, with a night-like gloom in theii 
depths, fixed themselves anew* on Tellemarch. 

' Nevertheless, that cannot be allowed to pass in thi? 
wa3^' said she. 

'Hush I’ returned Tellemarch, laying his finger on 
his lips. 

She continued : ' You did VTong to save me, and I am 
angry with 3^ou for it. I would rather be dead, because 
I am sure I should see them then. I should know 
where they are. They would not see me, but I should 
be near them. The dead ought to have power to 
protect.' 

He took her arm and felt her pulse. 

‘ Calm 3^ourself ; you are bringing back your 
rever.' 
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She asked him almost harshly, ‘ When can I go away 
from here ? ' 

* Go away ? * 

‘Yes. WaUv/ 

‘Never, if you are not reasonable. To-morrow, if 
you are wise/ 

‘ What do you call being wise ? ' 

‘Having confidence in God/ 

‘ God 1 What has He done with my children ? ‘ 

Her mind seemed wandering. Her voice became 
very sweet. 

‘You understand/ she said to him, ‘I cannot rest 
like this. You have never had any children, but I have. 
That makes a difference. One cannot judge of a thing 
when one does not know what it is. You never had 
any children, had you ? ‘ 

‘No,* replied Tellemarch. 

‘And I — had nothing besides them. What am I 
without my children ? I should like to have somebody 
explain to me why I have not my children. I feel that 
things happen, but I do not understand. They killed 
my husband; they shot me; all the same, I do not 
understand it,' 

‘Come/ said Tellemarch, ‘there is tlie fever taking 
you again. Do not talk any more.' 

She looked at him and relapsed into silence. 

From this day she spoke no more, 

Tellemarch was obe3^ed more absolutely than he liked. 
She spent long hours of stupefaction, crouched at the 
foot of an old tree. She dreamed, and held her peace. 
Silence makes an impenetrable refuge for simple souls 
that have been down into the innermost depths of suffer- 
ing, She seemed to relinquish all effort to understand. 
To a certain extent despair is unintelligible to the 
despairing. 

Tellemarch studied her with sympathetic interest. 
In presence of this anguish the old man had thoughts 
such, as might have come to a woman, '©h 5^es/ he 
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Royalists by the audacity of fifteen hundred patriots, 
the insurrection, if not quelled, \vas at least greatly 
weakened and circumscribed. Several lucky hits had 
followed that one, and out of these successes had grown 
a new position of affairs. 

Matters had changed their face, but a singular 
complication had arisen. 

In all this portion of the Vendee the Republic had the 
upper hand — that was beyond a doubt; but which 
Republic ? In the triumph which v/as opening out, two 
forms of Republic made themselves felt — the Republic 
of terror, and tlie Republic of clemency; the one desirous 
to conquer by rigour, and the other by mildness. Which 
would prevail ? These two forms — ^tlie conciliating and 
the implacable — ^were represented by two men, each of 
whom possessed his special mfluence*^ and authority; the 
one a military commander’ the other a civil delegate. 
Vliich of them would prevail? One of the two, the 
delegate, had a formidable basis of support; he had 
an'ived bearing the threatening watchword of the Paris 
Commune to the battalions of Santerre, 'No merev; no 
(]iiarter ! ’ He had, in order to put eveything under his 
control, the decree of the Convention, ordaining 'death 
to v/homsoever should set at liberty and help a captive 
lebel chief to escape.' He had full powers, emanatinc 
from the Committee of Public Safet}^ and an injunc" 
tion commanding obedience to him as delegate, signed 
Robespierre, Danton, lilARAT. The other, the soldier, 
had on his side onl}^ this strength — pity. 

He had onty his own arm, which chastised the enemy, 
and his heart, which pardoned them. A conqueror, he 
believed that he had the right to spare the conquered. 

Hence arose a conflict, hidden but deep, between 
these two men. The two stood in different atmospheres: 
both combating the rebellion, and each having his owr 
thunderbolt — that of the one, victor^'; that of the other 
terror. 

Throughout all the Eocage nothing was talked of but ^ 
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■which the Crusaders had brought from the East along 
with the pointed arch. When these doors were shut, 
it was impossible to discover them, so accurately were 
they fitted into the other stones. At this day such 
doors may still be seen in those mysterious Lybian 
cities which escaped the earthquake that buried the 
twelve towns in the time of Tiberius. 


CHAPTER X 

THE BREACH 

The breach by which one entered the ruin had been the 
opening of a mine. For a connoisseur, familiar \vith 
Errard, Sardi, and Pagan, this mine had been skilfully 
planned. The fire-chamber, shaped like a mitre, was 
proportioned to the strength of the keep it had been 
intended to disembowel. It must have held at least 
two hundredweight of powder. The channel was 
serpentine, which does better service than a straight, 
one. The crumbling of the mine left naked among the 
broken stones the saucisse which had the requisite 
diameter, that of a hen's egg. 

The explosion had left a deep rent in the wall by 
which the besiegers could enter. This tower had 
evidently sustained at different periods real sieges 
conducted according to rule. It was scarred with 
balls, and these balls were not all of the same epoch. 
Each projectile has its peculiar way of marking a 
rampart, and those of every sort had left their traces on 
this keep, from the stone balls of the fourteenth 
century to the iron ones of the eighteenth. 

The breach gave admittance into what must have 
been the ground-floor. In the wall of the tower 
opposite the breach there opened the gateway of a 
ciypt cut in the rock and stretching among the 
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'He will be taken/ 

'And then?' 

‘You have read my notice ? ' 

'Yes. Well?' 

‘He will be shot/ 

‘ More clemency ! He must be guillotined/ 

‘ As for me/ said Gauvain, * I am for a militan’ death/ 

‘And 1/ replied Cimourdain, ‘for a revohit ionary 
death/ 

He looked Gauvain in the face, and added, ‘\Yhy 
did you set at liberty those nuns of the convent of 
Saint-Marie-le-Blanc ? ' 

‘I do not make war on women/ answered 
Gauvain. 

‘Those women hate the people. And where hate is 
concerned, one women outweighs ten men. did 

you refuse to send to the Revolutionary Tribunal all 
that herd of old fanatical priests who were taken at 
Louvigne ? ’ 

‘ I do not make war on old men/ 

‘An old priest is worse than a young one. Rebellion 
is more dangerous preached by white hairs. Men have 
faith in wrinkles. No false pity, Gauvain. The regi- 
cides are liberators. Keep your eye fixed on the tower 
of the Temple.' 

‘ The Temple tower ! I would bring the Dauphin 
out of it. I do not make war on children/ 

Cimourdain's eyes grew stern. 

‘ Gauvain, learn that it is necessary to make war on 
a woman when she calls herself IMarie-Antoinette, on an 
old man when he is named Pius VI, and Pope, and upon 
a child when he is named Louis Capet.' 

‘My master, I am not a politician.' 

‘Tiy not to be a dangerous man. ^Vhy, at the attack 
on the post of Cossd, when the rebel Jean Treton, 
driven back and lost, flung himself alone, sabre in hand, • 
against the whole column, didst thou cty, “Open the 
ranks 1 Let him pass"?' 
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] ‘Because one does not set fifteen hundred to kill 
1 single man/ 

j at the Cailleterie d‘ Astille, when you saw your 

Soldiers about to kill the Vendean Joseph Bezier, who 
'vas wounded and dragging himself along, did you 
exclaim: “Go on before! This is my affair I ” and then 
.ire your pistol in the air ? ’ 

* Because one does not kill a man on the ground/ 

. ‘And you were wrong. Both are to-day chiefs of 
^ands. Joseph Bezier is Moustache, and Jean Treton 
:s Jambe d’ Argent. In saving those two men you gave 
;W0 enemies to the Republic/ 

‘Certainly I could vish to give her friends, and not 
iuemies/ 

' ‘WTiy, after the victory of Landean, did you not 
f^oot your three hundred peasant prisoners ? ’ 

(I ‘Because Bonchamp had shown mercy to the Repub- 
lican prisoners, and I wanted it said that the Republic 
.bowed mercy to the Royalist prisoners/ 

'But then, if you take Lantenac; you ^vill pardon 
him ? ^ 

'No/ 

; ' \VIiy, since you showed mercy to the three hundred 
,] -easants ? ' 

'The peasants are ignorant men; Lantenac knows 
n*hat he does/ 

I' ‘But Lantenac is your kinsman/ 

' ' France is the nearest/ 
i* ' Lantenac is an old man/ 

\ 'Lantenac is a stranger. I.antenac has no age. 
Lantenac summons the English. Lantenac is invasion, 
.antenac is the enemy of the countr3^ The duel 
between him and me can only finish by hisdeath or mine.’ 

• ' Gauvain, remember this vow/ 

'It is sworn.’ 

There was silence, and the two looked at each otheg. 
Then Gauvain resumed : ‘It will be a bloody date, 
:his year ’93 in which we live.’ 
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"Take care!' cried Cimourdain. 'Terrible duties 
exist. Do not accuse that which is not accusable.^ Since 
when is it riiat the illness is the fault oi the ph3^ician ? 
Yes, the characteristic of this tremendous year is its 
pitilessness. \%y? Because it is the gmnd revolu- 
tionaiy year. This j*ear in A\hich we live is the incar- 
nation of the Revolution. The Revolution has an 
enemy — ^the old world — and it is without pity for it; 
just as the surgeon has an enemy — ^gangrene — and is 
without pity for it. The Revolution extirpates royalty 
in the king, aristocracy in the noble, despotism in the 
soldier, superstition in the priests, barbarism in the 
judge — in a word, ever3^thing whidi is t\Tann3% in all 
which is the tyrant. The operation fearful; the 
Revolution performs it uith a sure hand. As to the 
amount of sound flesh which it sacrifices, demand of 
Boerhaave what he thinks in regard to that. \Mial 
tumour does not cause a loss of blood in its cutting 
away ? Does not the extinguishing of a conflagration 
demand an energy as fierce as that of the fire itself ? 
These formidable necessities are the ver3^ condition of 
success. A surgeon resembles a butcher; a healer ma3^ 
have the appearance of an executioner. The Revolu- 
tion devotes itself to its fatal work. It mutilates, but 
it saves. \^^at ! You demand pity for the virus ! 
You wish it to be merciful to that whidi is poisonous ! 
It will not listen. It holds the post; it vf 11 exterminate 
it. It makes a deep wound in civilisation, from whence 
will spring health to the human race. You suffer? 
Without doubt. How long \riil it last? The time 
necessary for the operation. After that 3^ou vill live. 
The Revolution amputates the world. Hence tliis 
haunorrhage—' 93.' 

'The surgeon is calm,' said Gauvain, 'and tlie men 
that I see are violent.' 

'The Revolution,' replied Cimourdain, 'needs savage 
workmen to aid it. It pushes aside every hand that 
trembles. It has onl3" faith in the inexorables. Danton 
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is the terrible; Robespierre is the inflexible; Saint- 
Just is the immovable; Marat is the implacable. Take 
j care, Gauvain. Those names are necessary. They are 
worth as much as armies to us. They will terrify 
Europe.' 

'And perhaps the future also,’ said Gauvain. 

He checked himself, and resumed : 'For that matter, 
mj' master, you err; I accuse no one. According to me, 

. the true point of view of the Revolution is its irresponsi- 
.bility._ Nobody is innocent, nobody is guilty. Louis 
XVI. is a sheep thrown among lions. He wshes to 
escape, he tries to flee, he seeks to defend himself; he 
would bite if he could. But one is not a lion at ^vill. 
His absurdity passes for crinfe. This enraged sheep 
shows his teeth. "The traitor !" ciy the lions. And 
jthey eat him. That done, they fight among them- 
selves.' 

, ‘The sheep is a brute.’ 

. 'And the lions, what are they ? ’ 

This retort set Cimourdain thinking. He raised his 
head, and_ answered, ‘These lions are consciences. These 
lions are ideas. These lions are principles.’ 

‘They produce the reign of terror !’ 

'One day the Revolution will be the justification of 
this terror.’ 

‘ Beware, lest the terror become the calumny of the 
Revolution.’ 

Gauvain continued : ‘Liberty, Equality, Fraternity I 
these are the dogmas of peace and harmony. Why 
give them an alarming aspect ? What is it we want 1 
To bring the peoples to a universal Republic. Wea, do 
not let us make them afraid. What can intimidation 
'serve? The people can no more be attracted by 
a scarecrow than birds can. One must not do evil to 
bring about good. One does not overturn the throne 
in order to leave the gibbet standing. Death to kings,, 
and life to nations ! ^ Strike off the crowns; spare the 
heads. The Revolution is concord, not fri^t. Clement 

I 
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ideas arc ill served by cruel men. Amnest}' is to me 
the most beautiful word in human language. 1 will 
onl}' shed blood in risking my own. Besides, I simph* 
know how to figlit; I am nothing but a soldier. But 
if I may not pardon, victory is not worth the trouble 
it costs. During battle let us be the enemies of our 
enemies, and after the victory^ their brothers.' 

'Take care ! ' repeated Cimourdain for the tliird time. 
'Gauvain, you are more to me than a son; take care !' 

Then he added tlioughtfully, ‘In a period like ours, 
pity may become one of tJie forms of treason.' 

Any one listening to the tall: of these two men might 
have fancied he heard a dialogue between the sword and 
the axe. 


CHAPTER VIII 

DOLOROSA 

In the meanwhile the mother was seeking her little ones. 
She went straight forward. How did she live ? It is 
impossible to say. She did not know herself. She 
walked daj^ and night; she begged, she ate herbs, she 
lay on the ground, she slept in the open air, in the 
thickets, under the stars, sometimes in the rain and 
wind. 

She wandered from village to village, from farm to 
farm, seeking a clue. She stopped on the tliresholds of 
the peasants' cots. Her dress was in rags. Sometimes 
she was welcomed, sometimes she was driven away. 
V^hen she could not get into the houses, she went into 
the woods. 

She was not known in the district; she was ignorant 
of everything except Siscoignard and tlie parish of 
A26; she had no route marked out; she retraced her 
steps; travelled roads already gone over; made useless 



NINETY-THREE 255 

journeys. Sometimes she followed the highway, some- 
times a cart track, as often the paths among the copse. 
^ In these aimless wanderings she had worn out her miser- 
able garments. She had shoes at first, then she walked 
barefoot, then witli her feet bleeding. She crossed the 
track of warfare, among^ gunshots, hearing nothing, 
seeing nothing, avoiding nothing— seeking ‘ her 
children. Revolt was everywhere; there were no 
• more gendarmes, no more mayors, no authorities of any 
■ sort. She had only to deal with chance passers. 

She spoke to them. She asked, 'Have you seen three 
little children anywhere ? * 

Those she addressed would look at her. 

‘Two bo3?'s and a girl,' she would say. 

Then she would name them ; ‘Rene- Jean, Gros-Alain, 
^Georgette. You have not seen them ? ' 

■5 She would ramble on thus : ‘The eldest is four years 
» and a half old; the little girl is twenty months. * 

Then would come the cry, ‘Do you know where they 
are? They have been taken from me.' 

The listeners would stare at her, and that was all. 
WTien she saw that she was not understood, she 
'would say, ‘It is because they belong to me — that is 
.why/ 

. The people would pass on their way. Then she would 
stand still, uttering no further word, but digging at 
I her breast with her nails. However, one day a peasant 
listened to her. The good man set himself to thinking, 

‘ Wait now, ' said he. ' Three children ? ' 

‘Yes.' 

' ‘Two boys?’ 

‘And a girl.’ 

’ ‘You are hunting for them ? ' 

‘Yes.’ 

‘I have heard talk of a lord who had taken three 
little children and had them vuth him.' 

'Where is this man ’ she cried, ‘'^^ere are they? 
The peasant replied, ‘Gone ,to.La Tourgue.' 
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'Shall I find children there 
' It ma\^ easily be. ' 

'You say?' 

'La Tourgue.' 

*\Vhat is that La Tourguc ? ' 

' It is a place. ’ 

'Is it a \dllage — a castle — a farm ?* 

' I never was there. ' 

'Is it far?' 

. ‘It is not near.' 

'In which direction ? ' 

'Toward Fougeres. ’ 

'WTiich way must I go ? 

'You are at Vantortes/ said the peasant; ‘5'ou 
must leave Emce to the left and Coxellcs to the right;' 
you will pass by Lorchamp and cross the Leroux.' He 
pointed liis finger to the west, ' Alwa3’s straight before 
3"Ou and toward the sunset. ’ 

Ere the peasant had dropped his arm she was 
hunying on.' 

He cried after her, 'But take care. They arc fight- 
ing over there. ' 

She did not answer nor turn round; on she went, 
straight before her. 


CHAPTER IX 

A PROVINCIAL BASTILLE 

Forty years ago, a traveller who entered the forest of 
Fougeres, from the side of Laignelet, and left it toward 
Parigue, was met on the border of this vast old wood by 
a sinister spectacle. As he came out of the thickets. 
La Tourgue rose abiTiptl3^ before him. 

Not La Tourgue bring, but La -Tourgue dead. La 
Tourgue cracked, battered, seamed, dismantled. The 
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ruin of an edifice is as much its ghost as a phanto 
that of a man. No more lugubrious vision could st 
, the gaze than that of La Tourgue. YTiat the trave 
had before his ej’es was a lofty round tower, stand 
alone at the corner of the wood like a malefactor. T 
tower, rising from a perpendicular rock, was so seve 
and solid that it looked almost like a bit of Roma 
architecture, and the frouming mass gave the idea 
strength even amid its ruin. It was Roman in a way 
• since the st5de was Roman. Begun in the ninth 
centurj', it had been finished in the twelfth, after the 
third Crusade. The peculiar ornaments of the mordd- 
ings told its age. On ascending the height one per- 
ceived a breach in the wall; if one ventured to enter, 
he found himself within the tower — it was empty. It 
^resembled somewhat the inside of a stone trumpet set 
I upright on the ground. From top to bottom no 
partitions, no ceilings, no floom; there were places where 
arches and chimneys had been tom away; falconet 
embrasures were seen; at difierent heights, rows of 
granite corbels and a few transverse beams marked 
where the different stories had been; these beams were 
covered u-ith the ordure of night-birds. The colossal 
wall was fifteen feet in thickness at the base and twelve 
at the summit; here and there were chinks and holes 
which had been doors, through which one caught 
glimpses of staircases in the shadowy interior of the 
waU. The passer-by who penetrated there at evening 
heard the cry of the wood-owl and the Brittany heron 
and saw beneath his feet brambles, stones, reptiles’ 
and, above his head, across a black circle which looked 
like the mouth of an enomious well, he could perceive 
the stars. 

The neighbourhood had a tradition that in the upper 
stories of this tower there were secret doors formed mrc 
those in the tombs of the Indian kings, of great stones 
turning on pivots, opening by a spring and forming 
part of the wall when closed — an a.rchitectural mvsterv 

N.-T. 
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which the Cni-adcrs Iiad brought front il Eosi along 
with the pointed a roll. Vrjicn these fRor,; v.xre ;diiit, 
it vras impossible to discover them, so arrorately were 
they htted into the other stones. At thi* dav sucli 
doors may still be seen in those niyAvii-'-i l.ybian 
cities which escaped tlie cnrtiiquab ihw juried tiie 
twelve towns in the lime of Tiberius. 


CHAPTER X 

THE DREACII 

The breach b}' which one entered Ir.c nun I. d 1 cen the 
opening of a mine. For a connoi:>'^cur, famihar witii 
Errard, Sardi, and Pagan, this mine liad bean skilfully 
planned. Tlie fire -eh amber, shaped like a mitre, was 
proportioned to the strengtli of the keep it had been 
intended to disembowel. It must Iiavc held at least 
two hundredweight of powder. The channel was 
serpentine, whicli does better £er\'icc than a straie:]it 
one. The crumbling of the mine left naked among the 
broken stones the saucisse which had the requisite 
diameter, that of a hen's cgtr. 

The explosion had left a deep rent in the wall by 
which the besiegem could enter. This t o^ve^ hacl 
evidently sustained at different periods real sieges 
conducted according to rule. It was scarred with 
balls, and these balls were not all of the same epoch. 
Each projectile lias its peculiar way of marking a 
rampart, and those of every sort had left their traces on 
this keep, from the stone balls of the fourteenth 
centur}’ to the iron ones of the eighteenth. 

The breach gave admittance into what must ha^•e 
been tlie ground-’floor. In the wall of tlie lower 
opposite the breach tlierc opened tlie gatewa}' of a 
ciypt cut in the rock and stretcliing among the 
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foundations of the tov/er under the whole extent of the 
ground- floor hall. 

This cr3^pt, three-fourths filled up, was cleared out 
in 1855 under the direction of Monsieur Auguste le 
Prevost, the antiquary of Bema3^ 


CHAPTER XI 

THE oubliette 

This cr3’pt was the oubliette. Every keep had one. 
This crypt, like many penal prisons of that era, had two 
stories. The upper floor, which was entered by the 
gateway, was a vaulted chamber of considerable size, 
on a level with the ground-floor hall. On the walls 
could be seen two parallel and vertical furrows, extend- 
ing from one side to the other, and passing along the 
vault of the roof, in which they had left deep ruts like 
old wheel tracks. It was what the3^ were in fact. 
These two furrows had been hollowed by two wheels. 
Formerly, in feudal days, victims were tom limb from 
limb in this chamber by a method less noisy than 
dragging them at the tails of horses. There had been 
two wheels so immense that they touched tlie walls 
and the arch. To each of these wheels an arm and a leg 
of the victim were attached; then the wheels were 
turned in the inverse direction, which crushed the man. 
It required great force — hence the furrows which the 
wheels had worn in the wall as the3^ grazed it. A 
chamber of this kind may still be seen at Vianden, 
Below this room there was another. That was the 
real dungeon. It was not entered b37 a door; one 
penetrated into it b3^ a hole. The victim, stripped 
naked, was let do\vn by means of a rope placed under 
his arm-pits into the dungeon, through an opening 
left in the centre of the flagging of the upper chamber. If 
lie persisted in living, food was flung to him through 
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this aperture. A hole of this sort may 3 ’ct be seen at 
Bouillon. 

The wind swept up tlirongh this opening. Tlic lower 
room, dug out hcncatli tlic ground-lloor hall, was a well 
ratlicr than a chamber. It had water ?t the bottom, 
and an icy wind filled it. This wind, which killed the 
prisoner in the depths, preserved the life of the captive 
in the room above. It rendered his prison respirable. 
The ca])tivc above, groping about beneath his vault, 
onl\" got air by tliis hole. For the rest, whatever 
entered or fell tlicrc could not get out again. It was 
neccssar}^ for the prisoner to be cautious in the darkness. 
A false step might make the prisoner in the upper room 
a prisoner in the dungeon below. That was his affair. 
If lie clung to life, tJiis hole was a peril; if he wished to 
be rid of^it, this hole was his resource. TIic upper 
floor was the dungeon; the lower the tomb — an arrange- 
ment resembling Societ}^ at tliat period. 

It was what our ancestois called a moat-dungeon. 

The thing having disappeared, tlie name has no 
longer any significance in our ears. Thanks to the 
Revolution, we hear tlie words pronounced with in- 
difference. 

Outside the tower, above the breach, which was forty 
years since the onl^'' means of ingress, might be seen an 
opening larger than the other loopholes, from which 
hung an iron grating bent and loosened. 


CHAP7.ER XII 

THE BIUDGE-CASTLE 

On the opposite side from the breach a stone bridge 
was connected with the tower, having three arches 
still in almost perfect preservation. TMs bridge had 
supported a building of which some fragments remained. 
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like a^kSSlrra JkrtL““ *'■“ *°"''' 

of T'’ demolished— not a trace 

Of It IS left. It only needed one da}^’ and a single 
peasant to desKoy that which took many centurfe^ 
and many kings to build. La Tourgue is a ruSk 
abbrevnation for La Tour-Gauvain (the "Siver Gauvab ) 
Jupelle stands for La Tupelliere and 
Pinson-le-Tort, tlie nick-name of a Cchbacked 
leader, is put for Pinson le Tortu. 

La Tour^e, which fort3>- 5rears since was a ruin 
and which is to-day a shadow, was a fortress in 1703! 
t was the old bastille of the Gauvains; towards the 
west guardmg entrance to_the forest of Fougeres a 
for^t which IS itself now hardly a grove. ^ 

This citadel had been built on one of the great blocks 
abound between Mayenne Md Dinan 
scattered evei^vhere among the thickets and heaths 

b&we“f Saul! 

The tower made up the entire fortress; beneath the 
tower was a rock; at the foot of the rock one of thSe 
watercourses which tlie month of January turns iSo a 
toTOnt, and which the month of June dries^n. 

Thus protected, this fortress was in the Midche Ages 
dniost imprepable. The bridge alone weSedk! 
^e GoUiic Gauvains had built without a bridge 

vhich a blow of an axe sufficed to break away? 

Gauvams remained viscounts, they con- 
ended themselves uith this; but when they became 
narquises, and left the cavern for tlie court timv 

I'lvf torrmt and made’theS 

dves accessible on the side of the plain iust as 
hey had made themselves accessible to the^ King 
The marquis of the seventeenth century, and ffie 
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marquises of the eighteenth, no longer wished to 
be impregnable. An imitation of \’^crsaiilc5 replaced 
tile traditions of their ancestors. 

Facing the tower, on the western side, there was a 
high plateau which ended in two plains; this plateau 
almost touched the tower, only separated from it by a 
^’cr3’' deep ravine through which ran the watercourse 
which was a tributar}^ of the Couesnon. The bridge, 
which joined the fortress and the plateau, was built up 
high on piers, and on these piers was constructed, as 
at Chenonccaux, an edifice in the Mansard stvle, more 
habitable than the tower. But the custo’ms* were 
still very rude; the lords continued to occup}' chambers 
in the keep which were like dungeons. Tiie building 
on the bridge, which was a sort of small castle, wal 
made into a long comdor that sen*ed as an entrance, 
and was called the guard-room; above this large guard- 
room, which was a kind of entresol, a librar}" v^as built, 
'-above the lib^an^ a granary. Long windows, with 
small panes in Bohemian glass; pilasters between the 
casements; medallions sculptured on the wall; tlircc 
stories; below, partisans and muskets; in the middle, 
books; on high, sacks of oats; the whole at once 
somewhat savage and very princel3\ 

The tower rose gIoom3^‘' and stern at the side. It 
overlooked this coquettish building with all its lugu- 
brious height. From its platform one could destroy 
the bridge. 

The two edifices, the one rude, the other elegant, 
clashed rather than contrasted. The two st3de5 had 
notJiing in keeping with one another. Although it 
should seem that two semicircles ought to be identical, 
nothing can be less alif:^, than a full Roman arch and 
the classic archivault. 

That tower, in keeping vath the forests, made a 
strange neighbour for that bridge, worthy of Versailles. 
Imagine Alain Barbe-Torte giving his ‘arm to Louis 
XIV. The juxtaposition was sinister. These two 



NINETY-THREE 263 

majesties thus mingled made up a whole which had 
something inexpressibly menacing in it. 

From a militar}^ point of view, the bridge — we must 
insist upon this — was a traitor to the tower. It 
embellished but disanned; in gaining ornament the 
fortress lost strength. The bridge put it on a level 
with the plateau. Still impregnable on the side toward 
the forest, it became vulnerable toward the plain. 
Formerly it commanded the plateau; now it was 
commanded thereb}'. An encm}’' installed there would 
speedily become master of the bridge. The library 
and the granarj^ \yould be for the assailant and against 
the citadel. A library and a granary resemble each 
other in the fact that both books and straw are com- 
bustible. For an assailant who uses fire, to burn Homer 
or to bum a bundle of straw, provided it makes a 
flame, is all the same. The French proved this to the 
Germans by burning the library of Heidelberg, and 
the Germans proved it to the French by burning the 
libraty of Strasburg. This bridge, built on the Tourgue, 
was, therefore, strategically an error; but in the seven- 
teenth century, under Colbert and Loubois, the Gau- 
vain princes no more considered themselves besiegable 
than did the princes of Rohan or the princes of La 
Tremouille. Still the builders of the bridge had used 
certain precautions. In the first place they had 
foreseen the possibility of conflagration : below the 
three casements that looked down the stream they 
had fastened transversely to cramp-irons, which could 
still be seen half a century back, a strong ladder, whose 
length equalled the height of the two first stories of 
the bridge — a height which surpassed that of three 
ordinary stories. Secondly, they had guarded against 
assault. They had cut off the bridge by means of a 
low, heavy iron door; this door was arched; it was 
locked by a great key which was hidden in a place 
known to the master 'alone, and, once closed, this 
door could defy a battering ram and almost brave a 



264 NINETY^THREE 

cannon-ball. It was necessar^r to cross the bridge 
in order to reach this door, and to pass through the door 
in order to enter the tower. There was no other 
entrance. 


CHAPTER XIII 

THE IRON DOOR 

The second stoiy of the small castle on the bridge was 
raised by the arches, so that it corresponded vdth the 
second story of the tov/er. It was at this height, for 
greater security, that the iron door had been placed. 

The iron door opened toward the library on the 
bridge-side, and toward a grand vaulted hall, with a 
pillar in the centre, on the side to the tower. This 
hall, as has already been said, was the second story of 
-the keep. It was circular, like the tower; long loop- 
holes, looking out on the fields, lighted it. The rude 
wall was naked, and nothing hid the stones, which 
were, however, S5mimetrically laid. This hall was 
reached by a \rinding staircase built in the wall — a 
very simple tiling when walls are fifteen feet in thick- 
ness. In the Middle Ages a toivn had to be taken 
street by street, a street house by house, a house room 
by room. A fortress was besieged story by story. 
In this respect La Tourgue was very skilfully disposed, 
and ivas impracticable and difficult. A spiral stair- 
case, at first very steep, led from one floor to the other. 
The doors were sloping, and were not of the height 
of a man. To pass through, it was necessary to bow 
the head; now a head bowed was a head cut off, and 
at each door the besieged awaited the besiegers. 

Below the circular halt^ with the pillar were two 
similar chambers, which ihade the first and the ground 
floor, and above were three. Upon these six diambers, 
placed one upon another, the tower was closed by a 
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lid of stone, \vliich was tlie platform, and whicli could 
only be reached by a narrow \vatch-tower. The 
fifteen-feet thickness of waU which it had been necessary 
to pierce in order to place the iron door, and in themiddle 
of which it was set, embedded it in a long arch, so that 
the door, when closed, was, both on the side toward the. 
bridge and the side toward the tower, under a porch 
six or seven feet deep; when it was open, these tv.'o 
porches joined and made the entrance-arch. 

In the thickness of the wall of the porch toward the 
bridge opened a low gate \vith a Saint Gilles’s bolt, 
which led into the corridor of the first stor}/’ beneath 
the library. This offered another difficulty to besiegers. 
The small castle of the bridge showed, on the side toward 
the plateau, only a perpendicular wall; and the bridge 
was cut there. A drawbridge. put it in communication 
with the plateau; and this drawbridge (on account of 
the height of the plateau never lowered except at an 
inclined plane) allowed access to the long corridor, 
called the guard-room. Once masters of this corridor, 
besiegers, in order to reach the iron door, would ha^'e 
been obliged to carry by main force the winding stair- 
case which led to the second story. 


CHAPTER XIV 

THE LIBRARY 

As for the library, it was an oblong room, of the width 
and length of the bridge, and a single door — the iron 
one. A double door, but covered with green cloth, 
which it was only necessary to push, masked in the 
interior the entrance-arch of the tower. The library 
will from floor to ceiling was fiUed with glazed book- 
cases, in the beautiful style of the seventeenth-century 
cabinet-work. Six great \vindows, three on either 
side, one above each arch, lighted this library. Through 
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these endows the interior could be seen from the height 
of the plateau. In the spaces between these \dndow5 
stood six marble busts on pedestals of sculptured oak 
— Hermolaiis of Byzantium, Athena^us the ancient 
grammarian, Suidas, Casaubon, Clo\is, King of 
France, and his chancellor Anachalus, who, for that 
matter, was no more chancellor than Clo\is was king. 

There were books of various sorts in this libra^^ 
One has remained famous. It was an old folio with 
prints, ha^'ing for title ‘Saint Bartholomew,' in ^eat 
letters; and for second title ‘Gospel according to Saint 
Bartholomew,' preceded by a dissertation by Pantoc- 
nus, Christian philosopher, as to whether this gospel 
ought to be considered apocryphal, and whether Saint 
Bartholomew was the same as Nathanael. This 
book, considered a unique copy, was placed on a reading 
desk in the middle of the library\ In the last centur3^ 
people came to see it as a curiosity. 


CHAPTER XV 

THE GRAXARY 

As for the" grana^y^ which took like the library the 
oblong form of the bridge, it was simply that space 
beneath the woodwork of the roof. It was a great 
room filled with straw and hay, and lighted hy six 
[Mansard \\indow5. There was no ornament, except 
a figure of Saint Bartholomew car\"ed on the door, 
with this line beneath, — 

Barnabas sanctus falcem jubet ire per herbam. 

A lofty, 'wide tower, of six stories, pierced here and 
there vith loopholes, ha^dng for entrance and egress 
a single door of iron, leading into a bridge-castle, 
closed by a drawbridge, r Behind the tower a forest; 
in front a plateau of heatn, higher than the bridge. 
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lower than the tower. Beneath the bridge, a deep, 
narrow ravine full of brushwood; a torrent in winter, 
a brook in springtime, a stony moat in summer. This 
was the Tower Gauvain, called La Tourgue. 


^ CHAPTER XVI 

THE HOSTAGES 

July floated past, August came. A blast, fierce and 
heroic, swept over France. Two spectres had just 
passed beyond the horizon — ^Marat with a dagger in 
his heart, Charlotte Corday headless. Affairs every- 
where were waxing formidable. As to the Vendee, 
beaten in grand strategic schemes, she 'took refuge in 
little ones — more redoubtable, we have already said. 
This war was now an immense fight, scattered about 
among the woods. The disasters of the large army, 
called the Catholic and Royal, had commenced. The 
army from ]\Iayence had been ordered into the Vendee. 
Eight thousand Vendeans had^ fallen at Ancenis; 
they had been repulsed from Nantes, dislodged from 
iMontaigu, expelled from Thouars, chased from Noir- 
moutier, flung headlong out of Chollet, Mortagne, 
and Saumur; the}^ had evacuated Parthenay; they had 
abandoned Clisson; fallen back from Chatillon; lost a 
flag at Saint-Hilaire; had been beaten at Pornic, at the 
Sables, at Fontenay, Done, at the Chateau d*Eau, at 
the Ponts-de-Ce; they were kepj in check at Lu^on, 
were retreating from the Chataigneraye, and routed 
at Roche-sur-Yon. But on the one hand they were 
menacing Rochelle, and on the other an English fleet 
in the Guerns^ waters, commanded by General 
Craig and bearing several English regiments, and some 
of the best officers of the French nav}^ only waited 
a si^al from the Marquis de Lantenac to land. This 
landing might make the Royalist revolt again victorious. 
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Pitt was in truth a state malefaccor. Policj^ has 
treasons sure as an assassin's dagger* Pitt stabbed 
our countr}^ and betrayed his own. To dishonour his 
countr)^ was to betray it; under him and tlirough him 
Englpd waged a Punic war. She spied, she cheated, 
she lied. Poacher and forger, she stopped at nothing; 
she descended to the very minutiae of hatred. She 
monopolised tallow, which cost five francs a pound. 
An Englishman was taken at Lille on whom was 
found a letter from Prigent, Pitt's agent in Vendee, 
which contained these lines: ‘I beg yon to spare no 
mone}^. We hppe that the assassinations will be 
committed with prudence; disguised priests and women 
are the persons most fit for this dut5^ Send sixty 
thousand francs to Rouen and fifty thousand to Caen.' 
This letter was read in the Convention on the ist of 
August by Barere. The cruelties of Parrein, and 
later, the atrocities of Carrier, replied to these perfidies. 
^The Republicans of Metz and the Republicans of the 
South were eager to march against tlie rebels. A 
decree ordered the formation of eighty companies of 
pioneers for burning the copses and thickets of the 
Bocage. It was an unheard-of crisis. The war only 
ceased on one footing to begin on another. *No 
mercy I no prisoners ! ' was the cry of both parties. 
The history of that time is black with awful shadows. 

During this month of August, La Tourgue was 
besieged. One evening, just as the stars were rising 
amid the cMm twilight of the dog-days, when not a 
leaf stirred in the forest, not a blade of grass trembled 
on the plain, across the stillness of the night swept the 
sound of a horn. This horn was blown from the top 
of the tower. 

The peal was answered by the voice of a clarion from 
below. On tlie summit of the tower stood an armed 
man; at the foot, a camp spread out in the shadow. 

In the obscurity about the Tower Gauvain could be • 
distinguished a mpring miss of black shapes. It was 
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a bivouac. A few fires began to blaze beneath the 
trees of the forest and among the heaths of the plateau, 
pricking the darkness here and there with luminous 
points, as if the earth were studding itself with stars 
at the same instant as the sky. But they were the 
sinister stars of w^ar 1 On the side toward the plateau 
the bivouac str^cched out to the plains, and on the 
forest side extended into the thicket. La Tourgue 
w^as invested. 

The extension of the besiegers’ bivouac indicated a 
numerous force. The camp closely held the fortress, 
coming close up to the rock on the side tow^ard the 
tow'er, and close to the ravine on the bridge side. 

There was a second sound of the horn, followed by 
another peal from the clarion. 

This time the horn questioned and the trumpet 
replied. 

It w^as the demand of the tow’er to the camp. ‘Can 
we speak to you ? ' The clarion w^as the answer from 
the camp — ‘Yes,’ 

At this period, the Vendeans, not being considered 
belligerents by the Convention, and a decree having 
forbidden the exchange of flags of truce with ‘the 
brigands,’ the armies supplemented as they could the 
means of communication w^hich the law of nations 
authorises in ordinary war and interdicts in civil 
strife. Hence on occasion a certain understanding 
betw'een the peasant’s horn and the military trumpet. 
The first call w’as only to attract attention; the second 
put the question, ‘Will you listen ? ’ If on this second 
summons the clarion kept silent, it was a refusal; if the 
clarion replied, it was a consent. It signified 'Truce 
for a few moments. ’ 

The clarion having answered this second appeal, the 
man on the top of the tower spoke, and these words 
could be heard, — ^ 

*Men, who listen to me, I am Gouge-le-Bruant, 
sumamed Brise-bleu (crush the Blues), because I have 



270 NINETY-THREE 

exterminated many of you; sumamed also Imanus, 
because I mean to kill still more than I have already 
done. My finger was cut off by a blow from a sabre 
on the barrel of my gun in the attack at Granville; 
at Laval you guiUotined my father, mother, and 
my sister Jacqueline, aged eighteen. This is who I am. 

*1 speak to you in the name of my lord ]\Iarquis 
Gauvain de Lantenac, Viscount de Fontena3% Breton 
prince, lord of the Seven Forests — ^m}^ master. 

‘ Learn first' that 3 \Ionseigneur the I\Iarquis, before 
shutting liimself in this tower where 3^ou hold him 
blockaded, distributed the command among six chiefs, 
his lieutenants. He gave to Deliere the district lying 
between the roads of Brest and of Emee; to Treton, 
the district between Roe and Laval; to Jacquet, 
called Taillefer, the border of the Haut-Maine; to 
Gaulier, named Grand Pierre, Chateau Gonthier; to 
Lecomte, Craon; Fougeres to Dubois Gu3^ and all 
Mayenne to De Rochambeau. So the taking of this 
fortress wiU not end matters for you; and if even ]\Ion- 
seigneur the Marquis should die, the \''endee of God 
and the King ^vill still live. 

'That which I say — know this — is to warn 3'’oii. 
^lonseigneur is here by my side. I am the moutli 
through which his words pass. You who are besieging 
us keep silence. 

‘ This is what it is important for you to hear, — 

'Do not forget that the war you are making against 
us is without justice. We are men inhabiting our o\vn 
country, and we fight honestly; we are simple and pure, 
beneath the will of God, as the grass is beneath the 
dew. It is the Republic which has attacked us; she 
comes to trouble us in our fields; she has burned our 
houses, our harvests, and ruined our farms, while our 
women and children were forced to wander with naked 
feet among the woods while the winter robin wns still 
singing. 

'You who are down there and who hear me, 3^ou have 
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enclosed us in this forest and surrounded us in this 
tower; you have killed or dispersed those who joined 
us; you have cannon; you have added to your troop 
the garrisons and posts of hlortain, of Barenton, of 
^Teilleul, of Landivy, of Evran, of Tint^niac, and of 
Vitre, by which^ means you are four thousand five 
hundred soldiers who attack us, and we — we are 
nineteen men who defend ourselves. 

‘Y'ou have provisions and munitions. 

You have succeeded in mining and' blowing up a 
corner of our rock and a bit of our wall. 

‘That has made a gap at the foot of the tower, and 
this gap is a breach by which you can enter, although it 
is not open to the sky; and the tower, still upright and 
strong, makes an arch above it. 

‘Now you are preparing tho assault. 

‘And we — first, klonseigneur the Marquis, who is 
prince of Brittany, and secular prior of the Abbey of 
Saint Marie de Lantenac, where a daily mass was estab- 
lished by Queen Jeanne; and, next to him, the other 
defenders of the tower, who are, the Abbe Turmeau, 
whose military name is Grand Francoeur; my comrade 
Guinoiseau, who is captain of Camp Vert; my comrade 
Chante-en-Hiver, who is captain of Camp Avoine; 
my comrade Musette, who is captain of Camp Fourmis; 
and I, peasant, born in the town of Daon, through 
w'hich runs the brook Moriandre— we all, all have one 
thing to say to you. 

‘Men who are at the bottom of this tower, listen. 

‘We have in our hands three prisoners, who are three 
:hildren. These children were adopted by one of your 
■egiments, and they belong to you. We offer to 
mrrender these three children to you. 

‘ On one condition. 

‘It is, that we depart freely, 

‘ If you refuse— listen well— you can only attack us 
n one of two ways : by the breach, on the side of the 
:orest, or by the bridge, on the side of the plateau. 
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The building on the bridge has three stories; in the 
lower story I, Imanus, I, who speak to you, have put 
six hogsheads of tar and a hundred fascines of dried 
heath; in the top story there is straw; in the middle 
story there are books and papers; the iron door which 
communicates between the bridge and the tower is 
closed, and Monseigneur carries the key; I have myself 
made a hole under the door, and through this hole 
passes a sulphur slow match, one end of which is in 
the tar and the other \vithin reach of my hand, inside 
the tower. I can fire it when I choose. If you refuse 
to let us go out, the three children 'vvill be placed in 
the second floor of the bridge, between the story where 
the sulphur match touches the tar and the floor 
where the straw is, and the iron door vill be shut on 
them. If you attack by the bridge, it ^vill be you 
who set the building on fire; if you attack by the breach 
it \rill be we; if you attack by the breach and the bridge 
- at the same time, the fire ^vi^ be kindled at the same 
instant by us both, and in any case the three children 
vdll perish. 

'Now, accept or refuse. 

‘ If 3^ou accept, we come out. 

' If you refuse, the children die. 

' I have spoken. ' 

The man speaking from the top of the tower became 
silent. 

A voice from below cried, — 

‘We refuse/ 

This voice was abrupt and severe. Another voice, 
less harsh, though firm, added, — 

‘ We give you four-and-twenty hours to surrender at 
discretion. * 

There was a silence, then the same voice continued ; 
‘To-morrow at this hour, if you have not surrendered, 
we commence the assault.^ 

And the first voice resumed : 'And then, no quarter.' 

To this savage voice u'iother replied from the top of 
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the tower. Between the two battlements a lofty figure 
ibent forw^d, and in the starlight the stem face of 
the Marquis de Lantenac could be distinguished; his 
sombre glance shot doTO into the obscurity, and seemed 
to look for some one; and he cried, — 

'Hold I it is thou, priest T 

'Yes, traitor,^ it is I,' replied the stem voice from 
below. 


CHAPTER XVII ' 

TERRIBLE AS THE ANTIQUE 

The implacable voice was in tmth that of Cimourdain; 
the younger and less imperative that of Gauvain. 

The JMarquis de Lantenac did not deceive himself in 
fancying that he recognised Cimourdain. 

As we know, a few weeks in this district, made 
bloody by ci\Tl war, had rendered Cimourdain famous; 
there was no notoriety more darkly sinister than his; 
people said : Marat at Paris, Chalier af Lyons, Cimour- 
dain in Vend6e. They stripped the Ahh6 Cimourdain 
of all the respect which he had formerly commanded; 
that is the consequence of a priest's unfrocking himself, 
Cimourdain inspired horror. The severe are unfortu- 
nate; those who note their acts condemn them, though 
perhaps, if their consciences could be seen, they would 
stand absolved. A Lycurgus misunderstood appears a 
Tiberius. Those two men, the Marquis de Lantenac 
and the Abbe Cimourdain, were equally poised in the 
balance of hatred. The maledictions of the Royalists 
against Cimourdain made a counterpoise to the execra- 
tions of the Republicans against Lantenac. Each of 
these men was a monster to the opposing camp; so 
far did this equality go that, while Prieur of the Marne 
was setting a price on the head of Lantenac, Charette 
at Noirmoutiers set a price on the head of Cimourdain, 
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Let us add, these two men, the Jlarquis and the 
priest, were up to a certain point the same man. The 
bronze mask of civil war has two profiles, the one turned 
toward the past, the other set toward the future, but 
both equally tragic. Lantenac was the first of these 
profiles, Cimourdain the second; only the bitter sneer 
of Lantenac was full of shadow and "night, and on the 
fatal brow of Cimourdain shone a gleam from the 
morning. 

And now the besieged of La Tourgue had a respite. 

Thanks to the intervention of Gauvain, a sort of 
truce for twentj'^-four hours had been agreed upon. . 

Irnanus had indeed been well informed : through the 
requisitions of Cimourdain, Gauvain had now four 
thousand five hundred men under his command, part 
national guards, part troops of the line; with these he 
had surrounded Lantenac in La Tourgue, and was 
able to level twelve cannon at the fortress — a masked 
- battery of six pieces on the edge of the forest toward 
the tower, and an open battery of six on the plateau, 
toward the bridge. 

He had succeeded in springing the mine, and making 
a breach at the foot of the tower. 

Thus, when the twenty-four hours’ truce was ended, 
the attack would begin under these conditions : — 

On the plateau and in the forest were four thousand 
five hundred men. 

In the tower, nineteen ! 

History" might find the names of those besieged nine- 
teen in the list of outlaws. We shall perhaps encounter 
them. 

As cornmander of these four thousand five hundred 
men, which made almost an arm}^ Cimourdain had 
wished Gauvain to allow himself to be made adjutant- 
general. Gauvain refused, saying, ‘When Lantenac 
is taken, we will see. As 5'et I have merited nothing. ’ 

Those great commands, with lov; regimental rank, 
were, for that matter^ ^ custom among the Republicans. 
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Bonaparte was after this at the same time colonel of 
artillery and general-in-chief of the army of Italy. 

The Tower Gauvain had a strange destiny : a Gau- 
vain attacked, a Gauvain defended it. From that 
fact rose a certain reserve in the attack, but not in 
the defence, for Lantenac was a man who spared 
nothing; moreover, he had alwa5^s Hved at Versailles, 
and had no personal associations vith La Tourgue, 
which he scarcely knew indeed. He had sought refuge 
there because he had no other as3dum — that was ail. 
He would have demolished it without scruple. Gauvain 
had more respect for the place. 

The weak point of the fortress was the bridge, but in 
the librar\% which was on the bridge, were the family 
archives; if the assault took place on that side, the 
burning of the bridge would he inevitable; to burn the 
archives seemed to Gauvain like attacking his fore- 
fathers. La Tourgue was the ancestral dwelling of 
the Gauvains;* in this tower centred all their hefs of 
Brittany, just as all the fiefs of France centred in the 
Tower of the Louvre; the home associations of Gauvain 
were there; he had been bom within those walls; the 
tortuous fatalities of life forced him, a man, to attack 
this venerable pile which had sheltered him wiien a 
child. Could he be guilty of the impiet}?’ of reducing 
this dwelling to ashes ? Perhaps his very cradle was 
stored in some comer of the granary above the librar3\ 
Certain reflections are emotions. Gauvain felt himself 
moved in the presence of this ancient house of his 
famil}". That was why he had .spared the bridge. 
He had confined himself to maldng any salty or escape 
impossible by this outlet, and had guarded the bridge 
by a battery, and chosen the opposite side for the 
attack. Hence the mining and'sapping at the foot of 
the tower. 

Cimourdain had allowed Iiim to talce his own \vay; 
he reproached himself for it; his stern spirit revolted 
against all these Gothic relics, and he no more 
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believed in pit}' for buildings than for men. Sparing a 
castle was the beginning of clemency. Now clemency 
was Gauvain's weak point. Cimourdain, as we have 
seen, watched him, drew him back from this, in his 
eyes, fatal weakness. Still he himself, though he felt 
a sort of rage in being forced to admit it to his soul, had 
not seen La Tourgue again without a secret shock; 
he felt himself softened at the sight of that study 
where were still the first books he had made Gauvain 
read. He had been the priest of the neighbouring 
\illage, Parigue; he, Cimourdain, had dwelt in the attic 
of the bridge-castle; it w’as in the library’' that he had 
held Gauvain between his knees as a child and taught 
him to lisp out the alphabet; it was within those four 
old walls that he had seen grow this well-beloved pupil, 
the son of his soul, increase physicall}^ and strengthen 
in mind. This library, this small castle, these w^alls 
full of his blessings upon the child — w^as he about to 
^ overturn and bum them? He had showm them 
merc3^ Not without remorse. 

He had allowed Gauvain to open the siege from the 
opposite point. La Tourgue had its savage side, the 
tow^er; and its civilised side, the library’’. Cimourdain 
had allowed Gauvain to batter a breach in tlie savage 
side alone. 

In truth, attacked by a Gauvain, defended by a 
Gauvain, this old dwelling returned in the height of 
the French Revolution to feudal customs, ^yars 
between kinsmen make up the history of the ^fiddle 
Ages : the Eteodes and Polynices are Gothic as w^ell 
as Grecian, and Hamlet does at Elsinore what Orestes 
did in Argos, 
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CHAPTER XVIII 

POSSIBLE ESCAPE 

The whole night was consumed in preparations on the 
one side and the other. 

As soon as the sombre parle}^ which we have just 
heard had ended, Gauvain's first act was to call his 
lieutenant, 

Guechamp, of whom it will be necessary to know 
somewhat, was a man of secondary order, honest, 
intrepid, mediocre, a better soldier than leader, rigor- 
ousty intelligent up to the point where it ceases to be 
a duty to understand; never -softened; inaccessible to 
corruption of any sort, whether of venality, which 
corrupts the conscience, or of pity, which corrupts 
justice. He wore on soul and heart those two shades 
— discipline and the countersign, as a horse has his 
blinkers on both eyes, and he w^ked unflinchingly in 
the space thus left visible to liim. His way was straight 
but narrow. 

A man to be depended on; rigid in command, exact 
in obedience. Gauvain spoke rapidly to him, 

‘Guechamp, a ladder,’ 

' Commandant, we have none, * 

'One must be had.’ 

'For scaling?’ 

'No; for escape.* 

Gudchamp reflected an instant, then answered: 'I 
understand. But for what you want it must be very 
high. 

' At least three stories. ’ 

‘Yes, commandant, that is pretty nearly the height* 

'It must even go beyond that, for we must be certain 
of success. * 

'Without doubt’ 
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‘How does it happen that you have no ladder?’ 

‘Commandant, you did not think well to besiege La 
Tourgue the plateau; 3^ou contented yourself with 
blockading it on this side; \*ou vished to attack, not 
by the bridge, but the tower. So we only busied our* 
selves with the mine, and the escalade was given up. 
That is why we have no ladders.' 

‘Have one made immediately.’ 

‘A ladder three stories lugh cannot be impro\dsed.’ 

'Have several short ladders joined together.' 

‘One must have them in order to do that.' 

‘Find them.' 

‘ There are none to be found. All through the country^ 
the peasants destroy' the ladders, just as they break up 
the carts and cut the bridges.' 

'It is true; thej^ tiy^ to paralyse the Republic.' 

‘The}^ want to manage so that we can neither 
transport baggage, cross a river, nor scale a wall.' 

‘ Still, I must have a ladder. ' 

‘I just remember, commandant, at Javene, near 
Fougeres, there is a large carpenter's shop. They 
might have one there. ' 

‘ There is not a minute to lose. ' 

‘ When do you want the ladder ? ’ 

‘To-morrow at this hcur, at the latest.’ 

‘I will send an express full speed to Javene, He 
can take a requisition. There is a post of cavalry at 
Javene %vhich will furnish an escort. The ladder can 
be here to-morrow before sunset. ’ 

‘It is weU; that will answer,’ said Gauvain; 'act 
quickly — go. ' 

Ten minutes after Guechamp came back and said 
to Gauvain, 'Commandant, the express has started 
for Javene. 

Gauvain ascended the plateau, and remained for a 
long time with his e5’’es fixed on the bridge-castle across 
the ravine. The crable of the building, without other 
means of access than the low^ entrance closed by the 
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raising of the drawbridge, faced the escarpment of the 
ravine. In order to reach the arches of the bridge 
’ from the plateau, itwas necessary to descend this escarp- 
'ment — a feat possible to accomplish by clinging to 
^the brushwood. But once in the moat, the assailants 
Nvould be exposed to all the projectiles that might rain 
from the three stories. Gauvain finished by convinc- 
ing himself that at the point which the siege had 
reached, the veritable attack ought to be by the breach 
of the tower. 

He took every measure to render any escape out of 
. the question : he increased the strictness of the invest- 
ment; drew closer the ranks of his battalions, so that 
nothing could pass between. Gauvain and Cimourdain 
divided the investment of the fortress between them. 
Gauvain reserved the forest side for himself, and gave 
Cimourdain the side of the plateau. It was agreed 
.that while Gauvain, seconded by Guechamp, conducted 
ithe assault through the mine, Cimourdain should 
guard the bridge and ravine with every match of the 
open battery lighted. 


CHAPTER XIX 

WHAT THE MARQUIS WAS DOING 

Whilst without every preparation for the attack was 
going on, within everything was preparing for resist- 
ance. It is not without a real analogy that a tower 
is called a 'douve' (a cask made of staves), and some- 
times a tower is breached by a mine as a cask is bored 
by an auger. The wall opens like a bung-hole. This 
was what had happened at La Tourgue. 

The great blast of two or three hundi*edweight of 
powder had burst the mighty wall through and through. 
This breach started from the foot of the tower, traversed 
the wall in its thickest part, and made a sort of shapeless 
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arch in the ground floor of the fortress. On the 
outside the besiegers in order to render this 
practicable for assault, had enlarged and finished it 
off by cannon shots. / 

The ground floor which this breach penetrated was a 
great round hall, entirely empty, with a central pillar 
which supported the keystone of the vaulted roof. 
This chamber, the largest in the whole keep, was not j 
less than forty feet in diameter. Each stor}' of' the 
tower was composed of a similar room, but smaller, 
with guards to the embrasures of the loopholes. The 
ground-floor chamber had neither loopholes nor ^air- 
holes; there was about as much air and light as in a 

tomb. , j. . . 1 . 

The door of the dungeons, made more of iron than 
wood, was in this ground-floor room. Another door 
opened upon a staircase which led to the upper cham- 
bers. All the staircases were contrived in the interior 

of the wall. , . „ , . u 

It was into this lower room that the besiegers could 
enter by the breach they had made. This hall taken 
there would stiU be the tower to take. 

It had always been impossible to breathe in that hall 
for any length of time. Nobody ever passed twenty- 
four hours there without suffocating. Now thanks to 
this breach, one could exist there. 

This was why the besieged had not closed the breach. 
Besides, of what service would it have been? The 
cannon would have reopened it. 

They stuck an iron torch-holder into the waU, and 
put a torch in it, which lighted the ground floor. 

Now, how to defend themselves ? 

To wall up the hole would be easy, but useless. A 
retirade would be of more service. A retirade is an 
entrenchment with a re-entering angle; a sort of 
raftered barricade, wWch admits of converging the 
fire upon the assailants, and while leaving the breach 
open exteriorly, blocks it on the inside. Jlaterials 
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were not lacking; they constructed a retirade with 
fissures for the passage of the gun barrels. The angle 
‘ was supported by the central pillar; the ^vings touched 
the wail on either side. The ^larquis directed every- 
thing. Inspirer, commander, guide, and master — a 
terrible spirit, ^ 

Lantenac belonged to that race of warriors of the 
eighteentli century who, at eighty years of age, saved 
cities. He resembled that Count d'Alberg who, 
almost a centenarian, drove the King of Poland from 
the Riga. . 

[ 'Courage, friends,' said the Marquis; 'at the com- 
mencement of this century, in 1713, at Bender, Charles 
XII., shut up in a house with three hundred Swedes, 
held his o\vn against twenty thousand Turks. 

They barricaded the two Icnver floors, fortified the 
chambers, battlemented the alcoves, supported the 
doors vath joists driven in by blows from a mallet; and 
Sthus formed a sort of b^lttress. It was necessary to 
^ leave free the spiral staircase which joined the different 
floors, for they must be able to get up and down, and 
to stop it against the besiegers womd have been to 
close it against themselves. The defence of any place 
has thus always some weak side. 

The Marquis, indefatigable, robust as a young man, 
lifted beams, carried stones, set an example, put his 
hand to the work, commanded, aided, fraternised, 
laughed with this ferocious clan, but remained always 
‘the noble still — haughty, familiar, elegant, savage. 

He permitted no reply to his orders. He had said : 
' If the half of you should revolt, I would have them shot 
.by the other half, and defend the place “svith those that 
were left. ' 
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CHAPTER XX 
WHAT imAnus was doing 

While the Alarquis occupied himseif with the breach 
and the tower, Inianus was busj' witii the bridge. At 
the beginning of tlie siege, the escape-ladder, which 
hung traversely below tlie windows of the second 
story, had been removed by the ilarquis's orders, and 
Imanus had put it in the library. It was perhaps the 
loss of this ladder which Gauvain wished to supply. 
The u-indows of the lower floor, called the guardroom, 
were defended by a triple bracing of iron Bars, set in 
the stone, so that neither ingress nor egress \vas possible 
by them. The library windows had no b^s, but they 
were verj' high. Imanus took three men with Irim, who, 
like liimself, possessed capabilities _ and resolution 
that would carry them through anything. These men 
were Hoisnard, called Branche d'Or, and the two 
brothers Pique- en-Bois. Imanus, carrjdng a dark 
lantern, opened the iron door, and carefully visited 
the three stories of the bridge-castle. Hoisnard 
Branche d’Or was as implacable as Imanus, having 
had a brother killed by the Republicans. 

Imanus examined the upper room, filled with hay 
and straw, and the ground floor, where he had several 
firepots added to the tuns of tar; he placed the heap of 
fascines so that they touched the casks, and assured 
himself of the good condition of the sulphur match, of 
which one end was in the bridge and the other in the 
tower. He spread over the floor, under the tuns and 
fascines, a pool of tar, in which he dipped the end of the 
sulphur match. Then he brought into the library, 
between the ground floor where the tar was and the 
garret filled with straw, the three cribs in which lay 
Rene-Jean, Gros-Alain, and Georgette, buried in deep 
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sleep. They carried the cradles very gently, in order 
not to waken the little ones. 

They were simple \dllage cribs, a sort of low osier 
basket which stood on the floor so that a child could 
^ get out unaided. Near each cradle Im^us placed a 
porringer of soup, with a wooden spoon. The escape- 
ladder, unhooked from its cramping irons, had been set 
on the floor against the wall; Imanus arranged the 
three cribs end to end, in front of the ladder. Then, 
thinking that a current of air might be useful, he 
opened vide the six windows of the libra^3^ The 
. summer night was warm and starlight. He sent the 
brothers Pique-en-Bois to open the vindows of the 
upper and lower stories. He had noticed on the 
eastern facade of the building a great dried old ivy, the 
colour of tinder, which covered one whole side of the 
bridge from top to bottom and framed in the tvindows 
of the three stories. He thought this ivy might be left. 
Imanus took a last watchful glance at everjdhing; that 
done, the four men left the chatelet and returned to 
the tower. Im^us double-locked the hea\y iron 
door, studied attentively the enormous bolts, and nodded 
his head in a satisfied way at the sulphur-match which 
passed through the hole that he had drilled, and was now 
the sole commxmication between the tower and the 
bridge. Tliis train or wick started from the round 
chamber, passed beneath the iron door, entered under 
the arch, tvdsted like a snake down the spiral staircase 
leading to the lower story of the bridge, crept over the 
floor, and ended in the heap of dried fascines laid on 
the pool of tar. Imanus had calculated that it would 
take about a quarter of an hour for this wick, when 
lighted in the interior of the tower, to set fire to the 
pool of tar under the librarj^. These arrangements all 
concluded, and every work carefull}^ inspected, he 
carried the key of the iron door back to the IMarquis, 
who put it in his pocket. It was important that every 
movement of the besiegers should be watched. Imanus, 
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with his cowherd's horn in his- belt, posted himself as 
sentinel in the watch-tower of the platform at the top 
of the tower. While keeping a constant lookout, 
one eye on the forest and one on the plateau, he worked 
at making cartridges, ha\dng near him, in the embra- 
sure of the watch-tower \^indow, a powder-horn, a 
canvas bag full of' good-sized balls, and some old 
newspapers, which he tore up for wadding. 

When the sun rose it lighted in the forest eight 
battalions, ^vith sabres at their sides, cartridge boxes 
on their backs, and guns vith fixed bayonets, ready 
for the assault; on the plateau, a batter}^ ^vith caissons, 
c^ridges, and boxes of case-shot; within the fortress, 
nineteen men loading several guns, muskets, blunder- 
busses, and pistols— and three children sleeping in 
their cradles. 



BOOK THE SECOND 


THE MASSACRE OF 
SAINT BARTHOLOMEW 


The children woke. The little girl was the first to 
open her eyes. 

The waking of children is like the unclosing of 
flowers : a perfume seems to exhale from those fresh 
young 1 souls* Georgette, twenty months old, the 
youngest of the three, who was still a nursing baby 
in the month of i\Iay, raised her little head, sat up in her 
cradle, looked at her feet, and began to chatter* 

I A ray of the morning fell across her crib; it would 
' have been difficult to decide which was the rosiest, 
' Georgette’s foot or Aurora. 

The other two still slept — the slumber of boys is 
heavier. Georgette, gay and happj% began to chatter. 
Kene-Jean's hair was brown, Gros-Alain's was auburn. 
Georgette’s blonde. These tints would change later 
in life. Ren^-Jean had the look of an infant Hercules; 
he slept lying on his stomach, Avith his two fists in his 
eyes. Gros-Alain had thrust his legs outside liis 
little bed. 

All three were in rags; the garments given them by 
the battalion of the Bonnet Rouge had worn to slireds; 
;they had not even a shirt between them. The two 
I boys were almost naked; Georgette was muffled in a 
I rag which had once been a petticoat, but was now 
i. little more than a jacket. Who had taken care of 
, these children ? Impossible to say. Not a mother. 

' These savage peasant fighters, who dragged them along 
from forest to forest, had given them their portion of 
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soup. That was all. The little ones lived as they 
could. They had everj^body for master and nobody 
for father. But even about the rags of childhood tliere 
hangs a halo. These three tiny creatures were lovel3\ 

Georgette prattled. 

A bird sings — a child prattles — but it is the same 
hymn; hymn indistinct, inarticulate, but full of pro- 
found meaning. The child, unlike the bird, has the 
sombre destiny of humanit}^ before it. This thoiight 
saddens any man who Listens to the joyous song of a 
child. The most sublime psalm that can be heard on 
earth is the ‘lisping of a human soul from the lips of 
childhood. This confused murmur of thought, v^hich 
is as •5^et only instinct, holds a strange unreasoning 
appeal to eternal justice; perchance it is a protest 
against life while standing on its threshold; a protest 
unconscious yet heartrending ; this ignorance smiling 
at infinity, la3^s upon all creation the burden of the 
destin}^ which shall be offered to this feeble, unarmed 
creature. If unhappiness comes, it seems like a 
betra3^al of confidence. 

The babble of an infant is more and less than speech; 
it is not measured, and 3^et it is a song; not^ syllables, 
and 3^et a language; a murmur that began in heaven 
and \vill not finish on earth; it commenced before 
human birth, and \vill continue in the sphere be3^ond 1 
These lispings are the echo of what the child said when 
it was an angel, and of what it vnh say when it enters 
etemit5^ The cradle has a Yesterday, just as the 
grave has a To-morrow; this morrow and this yester- 
day join their double m3^stery in that incomprehensible 
warbling, and there is no such proof of God, of eternit3^ 
and the duality of destin3^ as in this awe-inspiring 
shadow flung across that flower-like soul. 

There was nothing saddening in Georgette's prattle; 
her whole lovely face was a smile. Her mouth smiled, 
her e3^es smiled, the dimples in her cheeks smiled. 
There was a serene acceptance of the morning in this 
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smile. The soul has faith in the sunlight. The sky 
was blue, ^yaml, beautiful. This frail creature, who 
’ loiew nothing, who comprehended nothing, softly 
' cradled in a dream which was not thought, felt herself 
in safety amid the loveliness of nature, these sturdy 
} trees, this pure verdure, this landscape fair and peace- 
ful, with its noises of birds, brooks, insects, leaves, 
above which glowed the brightness of the sun. 

After Georgette, Rene-Jean, the eldest, who was 
more than four, awoke. He sat up, jumped in a manly 
way over the side of his cradle, found out the porringer, 
considered that quite natural, and so sat down on the 
' floor, and began to eat his soup. 

Georgette's prattle had not awakened Gros-Alain, 
but at the sound of the spoon in the porringer he turned 
over vnth a start, and opened liis eyes. Gros-Alain 
was tlie one of three years old. He saw his bowl. 
He had only to stretch out his arm and take it, so, 
fwithout leaving his bed, he followed Rene-Jean's 
’ example, seized the spoon in his little fist, and began 
4 o eat, holding the bowl on his knees. 

Georgette did not hear them; the- modulations of her 
voice seemed measured by the cradling of a dream. 
Her great eyes, gazing; upward, were divine. No matter 
how dark the ceiling in the vault above a child's head. 
Heaven is reflected in its eyes. 

When Rene-Jean had finished his portion, he scraped 
the bottom of the bowl with his spoon, sighed, and said 
vith dignity, 'I have eaten my soup.' 

This roused Georgette from her reverie. 

* Thoup 1 ' said she. 

^ Seeing that Rene-Jean had eaten, and that Gros- 
Alain was eating, she took the porringer which was 
placed by her cradle, and began to eat in her turn, not 
jwithout carrying the spoon to her ear much oftener 
than to her mouth. 

From time to time she renounced civilisation and 
ate with her fingers. 
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When Gros-Alain 'had scraped the bottorn of his 
porringer too, he leaped out of bed and ]oined his 
brother. 


Suddenly from without, do^^^l below, on the side 
of the forest, came the stem , loud ring of a trampet. 
To this clarion-blast a horn from the top of the tower 

^*^^Ws'time it was the clarion which called, and the 
horn which made answer. 


“hlpw H ?^ncond summons. 





Then from the edge of the forest rose a voice, distant 
but clear, which cried thus : ‘ Brigands, a surnmons 1 
If at sunset you have not surrendered at discretion, we 

commence the attack. ' , i • i 

A voice, which sounded like the roar of a wild ammal, 
responded from the summit of the tow er. Attack I 
The voice from below resumed, 'A cannon will be 
fired, as a last warning, half an hour before the^ assault. ' 
The voice from on high repeated, ‘Attack !’ 

These voices did not reach the children, but the 
trumpet and the horn rose loud and clear. At the first 
sound of the clarion Georgette lifted her head, and 
stopped eating ; at the sound of the horn she dropped 
her spoon into the porringer; at the second blast of the 
trumpet she lifted the little forefinger of her right hand, 
and raising and depressing it in turn, marked the 
cadences of the flourish which prolonged the blast. 
When the trumpet and the horn ceased, she remained 
with her finger pensively lifted, and murmured in a 
hdf- voice, ‘Muthic.' . 

We suppose that she wished to say Music. 

The two older children, Rend-Jean and Gros-Alain, 
had paid no attention to the tnimpet and horn; they 
were absorbed by something else : a wood-louse was 
just maldng a journey across the library floor. 
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Gros-AIain perceived it, and cried, 'There is a little 
creature. ' 

Rene- Jean ran up. 

Gros-Alain continued, 'It pricks.* 

'Do not hurt it/ said Rene-Jean. 

’ And both remained watching the traveller. 

Georgette proceeded to finish her soup; that done, 
she looked about for her brothers. Rene-Jean and 
Gros-Alain were in the recess of one of the windows, 
gravely stooping over the w^ood-louse, their foreheads 
touching, tlieir curls mingling. They held their 
breath in wonder, and examined the insect, which had 
stopped, and did not attempt to move, though not 
appreciating the admiration it received. 

Georgette, seeing that her brothers were watching 
something, must needs know "vhat it was. It was not 
an easy matter to reach them; stiU she undertook the 
journey. The ^vay was full of difficulties; there ^vere 
^things scattered over the floor. There were foot- 
stools overturned, heaps of old papers, packing-cases, 
forced open and empty; trunks, rubbish of all sorts, 
in and out of which it was necessary to sail — a whole 
archipelago of reefs — but Georgette risked it. The 
first task was to get out of her crib; then she entered 
the chain of reefs, twisted herself through the straits, 
pushed a footstool aside, crept between two coffers, 
got over a heap of papers, climbing up one side, 
rolling down the other, regardless of the exposure of 
her poor little naked legs, and succeeded in reaching 
what a sailor \vould have called an open sea — that is, 
a sufficiently ^vicle space of the floor which was not 
littered over, and \vhere there w^ere no more perils; 
then she bounded forward, traversed this space, which 
was the whole width of the room, on all fours ^vith the 
. agility of a kitten, and got near to the window. There 
a fresh and formidable obstacle encountered her: 
the great ladder lying along the w^all reached to this 
\vindow’, the end of it passing a little be3^ond the comer 
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of the recess. It formed between Georgette and her 
brothers a sort of cape, wliich must be crossed. She 
stopped and meditated; her internal monologue ended, 
she came to a desicion. She resolutely twisted her 
rosy fingers about one of the rungs, which were vertical, 
as the ladder lay along its side. She tried to raise 
herself on her feet, and fell back; she began again, and 
fell a second time; the third effort was successful. 
Then, standing up, she caught hold of the rounds in 
succession, and walked the length of the ladder. When 
she reached the e.xtremity there was nothing more 
to support her. She tottered, but seizing in her two 
hands the end of one of the great poles which held the 
rungs, she rose again, doubled the promontory, looked 
at Rene- Jean and Gros-Alain, and began to laugh. 


At that instant Rene-Jean, satisfied with the result 
of his investigations of the wood-louse, raised his head 
and announced, ‘ 'Tis a she-creature. ' 

Georgette’s laughter made Rene-Jean laugh, and 
Rene-Jean’s laughter made Gros-Alain laugh. 

Georgette seated herself beside her brothers, the 
recess forming a sort of little reception chamber; but 
their guest, the wood-louse, had disappeared. 

It had taken advantage of Georgette’s laughter to 
hide itself in a crack of the floor. 

Other incidents followed the wood-louse’s visit. 

First, a flock of swallows passed. They probably 
had their nests under the edge of the overhanging roof. 
They flew close to the window, a little startled by the 
sight of the children, describing great circles in the 
air, and uttering their melodious spring song. The 
sound made the three little ones look up, and the 
wood-louse was forgotten. 

•Georgette pointed her finger toward the swallows, 
and cried, ‘ Chicks ! ' 
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Rene- Jean reprimanded her. 'Miss, you must not 
say “chicks”; the}" are birds/ 

'Birz/ repeated Georgette. 

And all three sat and watched the swallows. 

Then a bee entered. There is nothing so like a soul 
^as a bee. It goes from flower to flower as a soul from 
star to star, and gathers honey as the soul does light. 

This visitor made a great noise as it came in; it 
buzzed at the top of its voice, seeming to say, ' I have 
come. I have lirst been to see the roses; now I come 
to see the children. What is going on here ?' 

. A bee is a housewife — its song is a grumble. The 
children did not take their eyes off the new-comer as 
long as it stayed ^^dth them. 

The bee explored the librar}% laimmaged in the cor- 
ners, fluttered about vdth the air of being at home in a 
hive, and wandered, winged and melodious, from 
.bookcase to bookcase, examining the titles of the 
^volumes through the glass doors as if it had an intellect. 
^Its exploration finished, it departed. 

, 'It is going to its own house,’ said Rend- Jean. 

* It is a beast,* said Gros- Alain. " 

'No/ replied Rene- Jean; 'it is a fly/ 

'A fy,' said Georgette. 

Thereupon Gros-Alain, who had just found on the 
floor a cord, mth a knot in one end, took the opposite 
extremity between his thumb and forefinger, and made 
a sort of windmill of the string, watching its whirls 
with profound attention. 

On her side. Georgette, having turned into a quadru- 
ped again, and recommenced her capricious course 
. back and forwards across the floor, discovered a vener- 
able tapestry-covered arm-chair, so eaten by moths 
that the horsehair stuck out in several places. She 
\ stopped before this seat. She enlarged the holes, and 
diligently pulled out the long hair. 

Suddenly she lifted one finger; that meant, 'Listen !* 

The two brothers turned their heads. 
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A vague, distant noise surged up from \vithout; 
it was probably the attacking camp executing some 
strategic manoeuvre in the forest; horses neighed, 
drums beat, caissons rolled, chains clanked, military 
calls and responses; a confusion of savage sounds, 
whose mingling formed a sort of harmony. The 
children listened in deh'ght. 

‘It is the good God who does that,' said Rene- Jean. 


The noise ceased. Rend-Jean remained lost in a 
dream. How do ideas^vanish and re-form themselves 
in the brains of those little ones ? What is the mys- 
terious motive of those memories at once so troubled 
and so brief? There was in that sweet, pensive, little 
soul a mingling of ideas of the good God, of prayer, of 
joined hands, the light of a tender smile it had formerly 
known and Imew no longer, and Ren6-Jean murmured 
half aloud, ‘Mamma 1’ 

‘Mamma!' repeated Gros- Alain. 

* Mamma 1 ' cried Georgette. 

Then Ren6-Jean began to leap. Seeing this, Gros- 
Alain leaped too. Gros-Alain repeated every move- 
ment and gesture of his brother. Three years copies 
four years, but twenty months keeps its independence. 
Georgette remained seated, uttering a word from time 
to time. Georgette could not yet manage sentences. 
She was a thinker; she spoke in apophthegms. She 
was monosyllabic. 

Still, after a little, example proved infectious, and 
she ended by trying to imitate her brothers, and these 
three little pairs of naked feet began to dance, to run, 
to totter, amid the dust of the old polished oak floor, 
beneath the grave aspects of the marble busts toward 
which Georgette from time to time cast ■ an unouiet 
glance, murmuring ‘Ma-mans.* 

Probably in Georgette's language this signified 
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something which looted like a man, but yet which 
she comprehended was not one — ^perhaps the first 
glimmering of an idea in regard to phantoms. 

Georgette, oscillating rather than walking, followed 
her brothers, but her favourite mode of locomotion 
was on all fours. 

Suddenl}^ Renc-Jean, who had gone near a window, 
lifted Ills head, then dropped it, and hastened to hide 
liimself in a comer of the wail made by the projecting 
window recess. He had just caught sight of a man 
looking at him. It was a soldier, from the encampment 
of Blues on the plateau, who, profiting by the truce, and 
perhaps infringing it a little, had ventured to the very 
edge of the escarpment, from whence the interior of the 
library was visible. Seeing Ren^-Jean hide himself, 
Gros-Alain hid too; he crouched down beside his 
brother, and Georgette hurried to hide herself behind 
them. So they remained silent, motionless. Georgette 
pressing her finger against her lips. After a few instants 
Ren6-Jean ventured to thrust out his head : the soldier 
w^as there still. Rend- Jean retreated quickly, and the 
tliree little ones dared not even * breathe. This sus- 
pense lasted for some time. Finally the fear began to 
bore Georgette: she gathered courage to look out. 
The soldier had disappeared. They began again to 
run about and play. Gros-Alain, although the imitator 
and admirer of Rene-Jean, had a speciality — that of 
discoveries. His brother and sister saw him 
suddenly galloping wildly about, dragging after him 
a little cart, which he had unearthed behind some 
boxes. 

This doll's wagon had lain forgotten among the dust, 
living amicably in the neighbourhood of the printed 
worlS of genius and the busts of sages. It was per- 
haps one of the toys that Gauvain had played with 
when a child. 

Gros-Alain had made a wliip of his string, and cracked 
it loudly; he was very proud. Such are discoverers. 
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The child discovers a little wagon, the man an America ^ 
— the spirit of adventure is the same. ^ 

But it was necessary to share the godsend. Rene- 
Jean ’wished to harness himself to the carriage, and .] 
Georgette ’\\dshed to ride in it. 

She succeeded in seating herself. Rene- Jean was the 
horse; Gros-Alain was the coachman. But the coach- ' 
man did not understand his business; the horse began 
to teach him, '' t’ 

Rene-Jean shouted, 'Say *‘Whoa 1" ' 

'Whoa !' repeated Gros-Alain. 

The carriage upset. Georgette roUed out. Child- ‘ 
angels can shriek; Georgette did so. 

Then she had a vague 'wish to weep. j 

'Miss,' said Rene- Jean, 'you are too big.' ’ 

' Me big ! ' stammered Georgette. 

And her size consoled her for her fall. 

The comice of entablature outside the windows was ; 
very broad; the dust blondng from the plain of heath 
had collected there; the rains had hardened it into soil, 
the \vind had brought seeds; a blackberry bush had 
profited by the shallow bed to grow up there. This 
bush belonged to the species called fox blackberry. It ' 
was August now, and the bush was covered ^rith berries; 
a branch passed in by the -window, and hung dovrn 
nearly to the floor. 

Gros-Alain, after ha\dng discovered the cord and the 
wagon, discovered this bramble. He went up to it. 
He gathered a berry and ate. ^ 

‘I am hungry,’ said Rene-Jean. 

Georgette arrived, galloping upon her hands and 
knees. 

The three between them stripped the branch, and 
ate aU the berries. They stained their faces and hands 
vith the purple juice tiU the trio of little seraphs was 
changed into a Imot of little fauns, which wotild have 
shocked Dante and cliarmed Virgil. They shrieked 
\rith laughter. 
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From time to time the thorns pricked their fingers. 
There is always a pain attaclied to every pleasure. 

Georgette held out her finger to Rene- Jean, on which 
showed a tiny drop of blood, and, pointing to the bush, 
said, ‘P'icks. ’ 

Gros-Alain, who had suffered also, looked suspiciously 
at the branch, and said, * It is a beast. * 

*No/ replied Rend-Jean; 'it is a stick.' 

'Then a stick is wicked,' retorted Gros- Alain, 

Again Georgette, though slic had a mind to cry, 
burst out laughing. 


In the meantime Rene- Jean, perhaps jealous of the 
discoveries made b}^ his younger brother, had conceived 
a grand project. For some minutes past, while busy 
eating the berries and pricking his fingers, his eyes 
f turned frequently toward the chorister's desk mounted 
on a pivot, and isolated like a monument in the centre 
of the Iibrar3^ On this desk lay the celebrated volume 
of Saint Bartholomew. 

It was, in truth, a magnificent and priceless folio. 
It had been published at Cologne by the famous pub- 
lisher of the edition of the Bible of 1682, Blseuw, or 
in Latin Ccesius. 

It was printed, not on Dutch paper, but upon that 
beautiful Arabian paper so much admired by Edrisi, 
which was made of silk and cotton and never grew 
yellow; the binding was of gilt leather, and the clasps 
were of silver, the boards of that parchment which the 
parchment-sellers of Paris took an oath to buy at the 
Hall Saint-Mathurin, 'and nowhere else.' 

The volume was full of engravings on wood and 
copper, with geographical maps of many countries; 
it had on a fljieaf a protest of the printers, paper- 
makers, and publishers against the edict of 1635, 
w^hich set a tax on 'leather, fur, cloven-footed 
animals, sea-fish, and paper,' and at the back of the 
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frontispiece could be read a dedication to the 
Gr3^Muses, who were to Lyons what the Elzevirs 
were to Amsterdam. These combinations resulted in 
a famous copy, almost as rare as the Aposiol at 
Moscow. 

The book was beautiful; it was for that reason Rene- 
Jean looked at it, too long perhaps. The volume 
chanced to be open at a great print representing Saint 
Bartholomew caiT3dng his skin over his arm. He could 
see this print where he stood. When the berries were 
all eaten, Rene- Jean watched it with a feverish longing; 
and Georgette, follo^ving in the direction of her brother's 
eyes, perceived the engraving and said ‘Pic'sure.* 

The exclamation seemed to decide Rene-Jean. Then, 
to the utter stupefaction of Gros-Alain, an extra- 
ordinary thing happened. A great oaken chair stood 
in one comer of the library; Rene-Jean marched towards 
it, seized and dragged it unaided up to the desk. Then 
he mounted thereon and' laid his two bands on the 
volume. 

Arrived at tliis summit, he felt a necessity for being 
magnificently generous. He took hold of the upper 
end of the ‘pic'sure’ and tore it carefully down; the 
tear went diagonally over the saint, but that was not 
the fault of Rene-Jean; it left in the book the left side, 
one eye and a bit of the halo of the old apocryphal 
evangelist. He offered Georgette the other half of 
the saint and all his skin. Georgette took the saint, 
and observed, *Ma-mans/ -- 

'And I r cried Gros-Alain. 

The tearing of the first page of a book by children is 
like the shedding of the fast drop of blood by men — 
it decides the carnage. 

Rend- Jean turned the leaf; next to the saint came 
the commentator Pantaenus. Rene-Jean bestowed 
Pantsenus upon Gros-Alain. 

Meanwhile Georgette tore her large piece into two 
little morsels, then the two into four, and continued 
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her work till history might have noted that Saint 
Bartholomew, after haAdng been fla3^ed in Armenia, 
was torn limb from limb in Brittan}^ 


The quartering completed, Georgette held out her hand 
to Ren6-Jean, and said 'More T 

After the saint and the commentator followed por- 
traits of frowning glossarists. The first in the proces- 
sion W’as Gavantus; Rene- Jean tore him out and put 
Gavantus into Georgette's hand. 

The whole group of Saint Bartholomew’s commen- 
tators met the same fate in turn. 

There is a sense of superiority in giving, Rend-Jean 
kept nothing for himself. Gros-Alain and Georgette 
were watching him; he was satisfied with that; the 
f admiration of his public was re\vard enough. 

Rene-Jean, inexliaustible in his magnanimity, offered 
Fabricio PignateUi to Gros-AIain, and Father Stilting 
to Georgette; he foUow^ed these .by the bestowal of 
Alphonse Tostat on Gros-Alain, and Cornelius k Lapide 
upon Georgette. Then Gros-Alain received Henry 
Hammond, and Georgette Father Roberti, together 
with a vie\v of the city of Douai, where that father was 
born in i6ig. Gros-Alain received the protest of the 
stationers, and Georgette obtained the dedication to 
the Gryphiuses. Then it was the turn of the maps. 
Rene- Jean proceeded to distribute them. He gave 
Gros-Alain Ethiopia, and Lycaonia fell to Georgette. 
This done, he tumbled the book upon the floor. 

Tins was a terrible moment. With mingled ecstasy 
and fright Gros-Alain and Georgette saw Rend-Jean 
wrinkle his brows, stiffen his legs, clench liis fists, and 
push the massive folio off the stand. The majestic old 
tome was fairty a tragic spectacle. Pushed from its 
resting-place, it hung for an instant on the edge of 
the desk, seemed to hesitate, trying to balance itself. 
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then crashed down, and broken, crumpled, tom, ripped 
from its binding, its clasps fractured, flattened itsell 
miserably upon the floor. Fortunately it did not fall 
on the children. They were only be^vildered, not 
crushed. Victories do not always finish so well. 

Like all glories it made a gi'eat noise, and left a 
cloud of dust. 

Having flung the book on the ground, Rend-Jean 
descended from the chair. 

There was a moment of silence and fright : victory 
has its terrors. The three children seized one anotheris 
hands and stood at a distance, looking toward the vast 
dismantled tome. But after a brief reverie Gros-Alain 
approached it quickly and gave it a lack. 

Nothing more was needed. The appetite for destruc- 
tion grows rapidly. Rene- Jean lacked it; Georgette 
dedt it a blow with her little foot which overset her, 
though she fell in a sitting position, by which she 
profited to fling herself on Saint Bartholomew. The 
spell was completely broken. Ren6-Jean pounced 
upon the saint, Gros-Alain dashed upon him, and joy- 
ous, distracted, triumphant, pitiless, tearing the prints, 
slashing the leaves, pulling out the markers, scratching 
the binding, ungluing the gilded leather, breaking off 
the nails from the silver corners, ruining the parchment, 
making mincemeat of the august text, woridng \vith 
feet, hands, nails, teeth; rosy) laughing, ferocious, the 
three angels of prey demolished the defenceless 
evangelist. 

They annihilated Armenia, Judea, Benevento, where 
rest the relics of the saint; Nathanael, who is, perhaps, 
the same as Bartholomew; the Pope Gelasius, who 
declared the Gospel of Saint Bartholomew apocryphal. 
Nathanael, all the portraits, all the maps, and the in- 
exorable massacre of the old book, absorbed them so 
entirely that a mouse ran past without them percei\dng 
it. 

It was an extermination. 
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To tear in pieces liistory, legend, science, miracles, 

. whether true or false, the Latin of the Church, super- 
' stitions, fanaticisms, mysteries, to rend a whole religion 
from top to bottom, would be a work for three giants, 

> but the three children completed it. Hours passed in 
the labour, but tliey reached the end; notliing remained 
of Saint Bartholomew. 

When they had finished, when the last page was 
loosened, the last print i3ring on the ground, when 
nothing was left of the book but the edges of the text 
and pictures in the skeleton of the binding, Rene-Jean 
‘ sprang to his feet, looked at the floor covered with 
scattered leaves, and clapped his hands, 
t Gros-Alain clapped his hands likeufise. 

Georgette took one of the pages in her hand, rose, 
y leaned against the ^vindow-silI, which was on a level 
I with her chin, and commenced to tear the great leaf 
k into tiny bits and scatter them out of the casement. 

Seeing this, Rene-Jean and Gros-Alain began the 
' same work. They picked up and tore into small bits, 

> picked up again and tore, and flung the pieces out of the 
, window, as Georgette had done, page by page. Rent 

by these little desperate fingers, the^ entire ancient 
volume almost flew down the wind. Georgette 
thoughtfully watched these swarms of little white 
papers dispersed by the breeze, and said, — 

* Butterflies ! * 

So the massacre ended with these tiny ghosts 
vanishing into the blue of heaven I 

\ 


Thus was Saint Bartholomew for the second time made 
a martyr — he who had been the first time sacrificed in 
the 3^ear of our Lord 49. 

Then the evening came on; the heat increased ; there 
was sleep in the air; Georgette's e3^es began to close; 
Rene-Jean went to his crib, pulled out the strav/ sack 
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which served instead of a mattress, dragged it to th* ^ 
window, stretched himself thereon, and said, "Let u { 
go to bed. ' 

Gros- Alain laid his head against Rend- Jean, Geor- 
gette placed hers on Gros-Alain, and the three male- ' 
factors fell asleep. 

The warm breeze entered by the open windows, the 
perfume of wild flowers from the ravines and hills 
mingled ^vith the breath of evening; nature was calm ^ 
and pitiful; everything beamed, was at peace, full of 
love. The sun gave liis caress, which is light, to all 
creation ; everywhere could be heard and felt tliat 
harmony which is throwm off from the infinite sweet- 
ness of inanimate things. There is a motlierhood in 
the infinite; creation is a miracle in full bloom; it 
perfects its grandeur by its goodness. It seemed as 
if one could feel some in%dsible Being take those 
mysterious precautions which, in the formidable 
conflict of opposing elements of life, protect the weak 
against the strong; at the same time there was beauty 
everywhere : the splendour equalled the gentleness. 
The landscape that seemed - asleep had those lovely 
hazy effects which the changings of light and shado\v 
produce on the fields and rivers; the mists mounted 
toward the clouds like reveries changing into dreams; 
the birds circled noisily about\jLa Tourgue; the swallows 
looked in through the windows, as if they wished to be 
certain that the children slept well. They were pretjily 
grouped upon one another, motionless, half naked, 
posed like little Cupids; they were adorable and pure; 
the united ages of the three did not make nine years; 
they were dreaming dreams of Paradise, which were 
reflected on their lips in vague smiles. Perchance 
God whispered in their ears; they were of those whom 
all human languages call the weak and blessed; they 
were made majestic b}’- innocence. All was silence about 
them, as if the breath from their tender bosoms were 
the care of the universe, and listened to by the whole 
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creation; the leaves did not rustle; the grass did not 
stir. It seemed as if the vast, starry world held its 
breath for fear of disturbing these three humble angelic 
sleepers, and nothing could have been so sublime as 
that reverent respect of nature in presence of this 
littleness. 

The sun was near his setting; he almost touched the 
horizon. Suddenly across tliis profound peace burst 
a lightning-like glare, which came from the forest; 
then a savage noise. A cannon had just been fired. 
The echoes seized upon this thundering, and repeated it 
with an infernal din. The prolonged growling from 
hill to hill w^as terrible. It woke Georgette. 

She raised her head slightly, lifted her little finger, 
and said, 'Boom I* 

The noise died away; the silence swept back; Geor- 
gette laid her head on Gros-Alain, and fell asleep once 
more. 



BOOK THE THIRD 

THE MOTHER 


CHAPTER I 

DEATH PASSES \ 

\ 

When this evening came, the mother whom we sav i 
wandering almost at random had walked the whob 
da3^ This was indeed the liistory of aU her days- • f 
to go straight before her v/ithout stopping. For he ' 
slumbers of exhaustion, given in to in any corner tha^ 
chanced to be nearest, were no more rest than the ^ 
morsels she ate here and there, as the birds pick uf 
crumbs, were nourishment. She ate and slept jus: ' 
what was absolutely necessary to keep her from falling 
down dead. 

She had passed the previous night in an empty barn: 
civil wars leave many such. ' She had found in a bare 
field four walls, an open door, a little straw beneatl^thc 
ruins of a roof, and she had slept on the straw under the 
rafters, feeling the rats slip about beneath, and watching 
the stars rise through the gaping wreck above. She 
slept for several hours, then she woke in the middle of 
the night and set out again, in order to get over as 
much road as possible before the great heat of the day 
should set in. ^ For any one who travels on foot in the ■ 
summer midnight is more fitting than noon. 

She had followed to the best of her ability the brief 
itinerary the peasant of Vautortes had rriarked out for 
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her; she had gone as straight as possible toward the 
^ west. Had there been any one near, he might have 
' neard her ceaselessly murmur, half aloud, ' La Tourgue/ 
Except the names of her children, this word was all 
} she knew. 

As she walked she dreamed. She thought of the 
adventures with which she had met; she thought of all 
she had suffered, all wliich she had accepted; of the 
meetings, the indignities, the terms offered; the bar- 
gains proposed and submitted to, now for a shelter, now 
for a morsel of bread, sometimes simply to obtain from 
‘ some one informatiom as to her route. A wretched 
woman is more unfortunate than a wretched man. 
Frightful wandering march 1 But notliing mattered 
to her, provided she could di^jcover her children. 

' Her first encounter this day had been a \dllage; the 
dawn was beginning to break. Everjdhing was still 
ftinged with the gloom of night; a few doors were al- 
‘ ready half open in the principal streets, and curious faces 
^ looked out of the windows. The inhabitants were 
[ agitated like a disturbed beehive. . This arose from a 
i noise of wheels and chains which had been heard. 

On the church square, a frightened group, with their 
heads raised, watched something descend a high hill 
along the road toward the village. It was a four- 
wheeled wagon, drawn by five horses, harnessed with 
chains. On this wagon could be distinguished a head 
like a pile of long joists, in the middle of which lay some 
shapeless object, covered with a large canvas, resembling 
a pall. Ten horsemen rode in front of the wagon, and 
ten others behind. These men wore three-cornered hats, 
and above their shoulders rose what seemed to be the 
points of naked sabres. This whole cortege, advancing 
I slowly, showed black and distinct against the horizon. 
The wagon looked black; the harness looked black; 
the horsemen looked black. Behind them gleamed 
the pallor of the morning. 

, They entered the village and moved towards the 
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square. Daylight had come on while the wagon w 
going down the hill, and the cortdge could be distinct 
seen; it was like watching a procession of shadows, fc . 
not a man in the party uttered a word. * 

The horsemen were gendarmes; they did in trul j 
carry dra^wi sabres. The covered wagon was black. 

The wretched wandering mother entered the villag * 
from the opposite side, and approached the mob ci 
peasants at the moment the gendarrnes and the wagon 
reached the square. Among the crowd voices whis- 
pered questions and replies. 

'What is it?' 

‘The guillotine.' 

'Whence does it come?' 

'From Fougeres.' 

' Where is it going ? ’ 

'I do not know. They say to a castle in the neigh 
bourhood of Parigue.' 

‘ Parigue 1 ' 

‘Let it go where it likes, provided it does not stop 
here.' 

This great cart ^vith its lading Iiidden by a sort ot 
shroud, this team, these gendarmes, the noise of the 
chains, the silence of the men, the gray davm — all made 
up a whole that was spectral. The group traversed the 
square and passed out of the village. The hamlet lay 
in a hollow between two hills. At the end of a quarter 
of an hour, the peasants, who had stood still as if 
petrified, saw the lubugrious procession reappear on the 
summit of the western hill. The hea\^ wheels jolted 
along the ruts, the chains clanked in the morning vdnd, 
the sabres shone in the rising sun; then the road turned 
off, and the cortege disappeared. 

It was the very moment when Georgette woke in the 
library by the side of her stiH sleeping brothers, and 
wished her ros}^ feet good-moming. 
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CHAPTER II 

^ PEATH SPEAKS 

The mother watched this mysterious procession, but 
neither comprehended nor sought to understand; her 
eyes were busy %vith another vision — her children, lost 
amid the darkness. 

She went out of the village also, a little after the 
’ cortege wliich had filed past, and followed the same 
route some distance behind the second squad of gen- 
darmes. Suddenly the word ‘ guillotine * recurred to her. 
'Guillotine r she said to herself. This rude peasant, 
j\Iichelle Flechard, did not know what that \vas, but 
instinct warned her; she shivered, ^vithout being able 
*fto tell wherefore; it seemed horrible to her to walk 
' behind this thing, and she turned to the left, quitted the 
' highroad, and passed into a wood, which was the 
forest of Fougeres, 

1 After wandering for some time, she perceived a 
belfry and some roofs; it was one of the villages scattered 
along the edge of the forest. She went toward it. 
She Nvas hungIy^ 

' It was one of the %nilages in which the Republicans 
had established military posts. 

She passed on to the square in front of the mayoralty 
house. In this village there was also fright and anxiety. 
A crowd pressed up to the flight of steps which led to 
the mansion. On the top step stood a man, escorted by 
soldiers; he held in his hand a great open placard. At 
his right was stationed a drummer, at his left a bill- 
sticker, carrying a pastepot and brush. 

Upon the balcony over the door appeared the mayor, 

( wearing a tricoloured scarf over his peasant dress. 

The man vnth tlie placard was a public crier. He 
wore his shoulder-belt with a small wallet hanging from 
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it, a sign that he was going from callage to \dlkge, an. I 
had something to publish throughout the district, i 
At the moment I^Iichelle Flechard approached, h- 
had unfolded the placard, and was beginning to read ‘ 
He read in a loud voice : — 

‘The French Republic One and iNDmsiBLE.' 

The drum beat. There was a sort of movemen" ' 
among the assembly. A few took off their caps; othen; 
pulled their hats closer over their heads. At that time 
and in that countr 5 % one could almost recognise th< 
political opinions of a man by his head gear; hats wen 
Royalist, caps Republican. The confused murmur o: 
voices ceased; every^body listened; the crier read : — 

* In virtue of the orders Ave have received, and the 
authority delegated to us by the Committee of Public: 
Safety^ ' 

The drum beat the second time. The cner con- 
tinued, — 

‘And in execution of the decree of the National Con- 
vention, which puts beyond the law all rebels taken Avith 
arms in their hands, and Avhich ordains capital punish- 
ment to AAdiomsoeA^er shall give them shelter, or help 
them to escape ' 

A peasant asked, in a Ioaa" voice of his neighbour, 

‘ What is that — capital punishment ? ' ^ ^ 

His neighbour replied, ‘I do not knoAA^* 

The crier fluttered the placard. 

‘In accordance Avith Ai*ticle 17th of the law of April 
30th, Avhich giA^es full power to delegates and sub- 
delegates against rebels : We decdare outlaAA's * 

He made a pause, and resumed, — 

‘The individuals knoAvn under the names and sur- 
names AA^hich foUoAv 

The Avhole assemblage listened intentty. 

The crier’s voice sounded like thunder. He read, — 

‘ Lantenac, brigand.’ 



NINETY-THREE 


307 

-‘That is monseigneur/ murmured a peasant. And 
through the whole crowd went the wMsper, 'It is 
monseigneur.' 

The crier resumed, — 

‘Lantenac, ci-devant marquis, brigand; Imanus, 
brigand ’ 

Two peasants glanced sideways at each other. ' 'That 
is Gouge-le-Bruant.’ 'Yes; it is Brise-bleu.’ 

The crier continued to read the list. ‘Grand- 
Francoeur, brigand ’ 

The assembly murmured, ‘He is a priest. Yes; 
the Abbe Turmeau. Yes; he is cure somewhere in 
the neighbourhood of the wood of Chapelle.' ‘And 
brigand,' said a man in a cap. 

The crier read: 'Boisnouveau, brigand; the two 

•brothers Pique-en-Bois, brigands; Houzard, brigand ' 

‘That is Monsieur de Quelen,’ said a peasant. 

‘Panier, brigand 

‘That is Monsieur Sepher.' . 

‘Place Nette, brigand ' 

‘That is Monsieur Jamois.' 

The crier continued his reading mthout noticing 
these commentaries, — 

‘Guinoiseau, brigand; Chatena}’-, commonly called 
Robi, brigand ' 

A peasant-whispered, ‘ Guinoiseau is the same as Le 
Blond; Chatenay is from Saint-Ouen.’ 

‘Hoisnard, brigand,' pursued the crier. 

Among the crowd could be heard, ‘ He is from Ruille.’ 
‘Yes; it is Branche d’Or.’ ‘His brother was killed in 
the attack on Pontorson.' ‘Yes; Hoisnard Malonniere.' 
‘A fine young chap of nineteen.' 

' Attention ! ' said the crier. ‘ Listen to the last of 
the list. 

‘Belle Vigue, brigand; La Musette, brigand; Sabj'“- 

tout, brigand; Brin d' Amour, brigand 

A lad pushed the elbow of a 5!’oung girl. The girl 
smiled. 
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The crier continued : 'Chante-en-hiver, brigand; 

Chat, brigand ' 

A peasant said, 'That is Moulard/ 

'Tabouze, brigand ' 

Another peasant said, 'That is Gauffre.’ 

'There are two of the Gauffres/ added a woman. 
'Both good fellows,' grumbled a lad. 

The crier shook the placard, and the drum beat. 
The crier resumed his reading; 'The above-named, 
in whatever place taken, and their identity established 
shall be immediately put to death.' 

There was a movement among the crowd. 

The crier went on : ‘Any one affording them shelter 
or aiding their escape, vill be brought before a court- 

martial and put to death. Signed ' 

The silence grew profound. 

‘ Signed : The Delegate of the Committee of Public 
Safety, Cimourdain.' 

'A priest,' said a peasant. 

‘The former cure of Parigue/ said another. 

A to\%msman added, 'Turmeau and Cimourdain. A 
Blue priest and a White.' 

'Both black,' said another townsman. 

The mayor, who was on the balcon}^ lifted his hat, 
and cried, ‘Long live the Republic 1' 

A roll of the drum announced that the crier had not 
finished. 

He was making a sign \vith his hand. 'Attention ! ’ 
said he. ‘Listen to the last four lines of the Govern- 
ment proclamation. They are signed by the Chief of 
the exploring colunrn of the North Coasts, Commandant 
Gauvain.' 

‘ Listen ! ' exclaimed the voices of the crowd. 

And the crier read, — 

‘ Under pain of death 

AU were silent. 

'It is forbidden in pursuance of the above order, 
to give aid or succour to the nineteen rebels above 



NINETY^THREE 309 

named, at tliis time shut up and surrounded in La 
Tourgue.’ 

'What ? ’ cried a voice. 

, It was tlie voice of a woman — of the mother. 


CHAPTER III 

MUTTERINGS AMONG THE PEASANTS 

Michelle Fl^chard had mingled with the crowd. She 
had listened to nothing, but one hears certain tilings 
without listening. She caught the words La Tourgue. 
She raised her head. 

* What ? ' she repeated. ‘ La'Tourgue ! * 

People stared at her. She appeared out of her mind. 
j5he was in rags. 

I Voices murmured, 'She looks like a brigand.' 

A peasant woman, w'ho carried a basket of buckwheat - 
biscuits, drew near, and said to her in a low voice, ’ Hold 
your tongue I ' 

rdichelle Flechard gazed stupidly at the woman. Again 
she understood nothing. The name, La Tour^e, had 
passed through her mind like a flash of lightning, and 
the darkness closed anew behind it. Had she not a 
right to ask information ? What had she done that 
they should stare at her in this way ? 

But the drum had beat for the last time ; the 
bill-sticker posted up tlie placard; the mayor retired 
into the house; the crier set out for some other village, 
and the mob dispersed. 

A group remained before the placard; Michelle 
Flechard joined tliis knot of people. 

They were commenting on the names of the men 
declared outlaw^s. There were peasants and townsmen 
among them; that is to say. Whites and Blues. 

A peasant said, 'After ^ they have not caught 
everybody. Nineteen are only nineteen. They have 
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not got Rion, the}^ have not got Benjamin r^Ioulinc, 
nor Goupil, of the parish of Andoiiillc.’ 

‘Xor Loricul of Monjean/ said nnolher. 

Others added, 'Xor Brice Denys.’ 

'Xor Francois Dudonct.' 

‘Yes, of Laval/ 

‘Xor Huet of LauncyTillicrs.' 

‘Nor Gr6§is/ 

'Xor Pilon/ 

‘Xor Filleul/ 

‘Nor Menicent.' 

‘Xor Gncharrcc/ 

‘Xor the three brothers Logerais/ 

‘Xor ^Monsieur Lecliandelier de Picrre\dllc/ 
‘Idiots!’ said a stem- faced, white-haired old man. 
‘They have all if they have Lantcnac/ 

‘They have not got liim yet,’ munnured one of tlie 
young men. 

The old man added, 'Lantenac' taken, the soul is 
taken. Lantcnac dead. Vendue slain,’ 

‘ Who, then, js this Lantcnac ? ’ asked a townsman. 

A toumsman replied, ‘He is a ci-devant.' 

Another added, * He is one of those who shoot women.’ 
^fichelle Fk'chard heard and said. ‘It is true.’ 
They turned toward her. 

She went on. ‘For he shot me/ 

It was a strange speech: it was like hearing a Ii\nng 
woman declare herself dead. People began to look at 
her a little suspiciously. 

She was indeed a startling object — trembling at every 
thing, scared, quaking, ‘-howing a sort of wild-animrd 
trouble, so frightened that she was frightful. There 
is always something ternble in the feebleness of a 
despairing woman, She is a creature who has reached 
the furthest limits of destiny. But peasants have not 
a habit of noticing detaih. One of then muttered, 
She might easily be a spy.’ 

‘Hold 3 'our tongue and get awa}’ from here/ the 
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good w’oman 'who had alread3'' spoken to her said in 
a low tone. 

I\TichelIe Flechard replied, 'I am doing no harm. 
I am looking for children/ 

The good woman glanced at those who were staring 
at I^Iichellc, touched her forehead with one finger, and 
winked, saying, 'She is a simpleton/ 

Then she took her aside and gave her a biscuit. 

Jlichelle Flechard, without thanking her, began to eat 
greedily. 

'Yes,' said the peasants, ‘she eats like an animal— 
she is an idiot.* 

So the tail of the mob dwindled awa3^ Thej^ all went 
awa3^ one after another. 

When ^lichclle Flechard had devoured her biscuit, 
she said to the peasant w^oman, ‘Good I I have eaten. 
Now^ where is La Touigue?' 

‘ It is taking her again ! ' cried the peasant. 

‘ I must go to La Tourgue ! Show me the way to 
La Tourgue!' 

'Never!' exclaimed the peasant. ‘Do j^ou w^ant to 
get yourself lulled, eh ? Besides, I don't know\ Now\ 
look here ! You are reallj^ crazy I Listen, poor w^oman ; 
you look tired. Will you come to my house and rest 
yourself ? ' 

‘I never rest,' said the mother. 

'And herfeetaretomtopiecesl'munnuredthepeasant. 

IMichelle Flechard resumed : ‘Don't I tejl you that 
they have stolen my children — a little girl and two 
bo3^s. I come from the carnichot in the forest. Yon 
can ask Tellemarch the Caimand about me, and the man 
I met in the field down j'onder. It was the Caimand 
who cured me. It seems I had something broken. All 
that is wi)at happened to me. Then there is Sergeant 
Radoub besides. You can ask him. He will tell 
thee. Why, he w'as the one v/c met In the w’ood. Three ! 
1 tell 3'*ou three children 1 Even the oldest one's name 
■ — Rene- Jean — I can prove aU that. The other's name 
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is Gros-jUain, and the little girl's is Georgette. M;* 
husband is dead. They killed him. He was the farme*' 
at Siscoignard, Y"ou look like a good %Yoman. Sho\' 
me the road I I am not crazy — I am a mother ! 1 
have lost my children I I am trying to find them 
That is all. I don’t know exactly which way I havt 
come. I slept last night in a bam on the straw. Lt 
Tourgue, that is where I am going. I am not a thief. 
You must see that I am telling the truth. You oughi 
to help me to find my children. I do not belong to the 
neighbourhood. I was shot, but I do not know where. 

The peas^t shook her head and said, * Listen, trav- 
eller. In times of revolution you mustn’t say things 
that can n ot be understood; 3 ^ou may get yourself 
taken up in that way.’ 

‘But La Tourgue T cried the mother. 'Madam, foi 
the love of the Child Jesus and the Blessed Virgin up 
in Paradise, I beg you, madam, I entreat you, I conjure 
you, tell me which way I must go to get to'La Tourgue! ’ 

The peasant woman went into a passion. 

' I do not know ! And if I knew, I would not tell i 
It is a bad place. People do not go there.* 

'But I am going,' said the mother. 

And she set forth again. The woman watched her de- 
part, muttering, 'Still, she must have something to eat.' 

She ran after Michelle Flechard and put a roll of 
black bread in her hand. 

'There is something for supper.' 

I^Iichelle Flechard took the buckwheat bread, -did 
not answer, did not turn her head, but walked on. 

She went out of the village. As she reached the iast 
houses, she met three ragged, barefooted little children. 
She approached them and said, 'These are two girls 
and a boy.’ 

Noticing that they looked at the bread, she PEve 
it to them. 

The children look^tlie bread, then grew frightened. 

She plunged into the forest. 
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CHAPTER IV 

A MISTAKE 

On the same morning, before the da^vn appeared, this 
Iiappened amid the obscurity of the forest, along the 
crossroad which goes from Javen6 to L^cousse. * 
All the roads of the Brdage are between high banks, 
but of all the routes that leading from Javend to Parigue 
by the way of Ldcousse is the most deeply embedded. 
Besides that, it is binding. It is a ravine rather than a 
road. This road comes from Vitre, and had the honour 
of jolting Madame de Sevigne's carriage. It is enclosed 
to the right and left by hedges. There could be no 
better place for an ambush. 

On this morning, an hour before Michelle Fldchard 
from another point of the forest reached the first village 
where she had seen the sepulchral apparition of tlie 
wagon escorted by gendarmes, a crowd of men filled the 
copses where the Javend road crosses the bridge over 
the Couesnon. The branches hid them. These men 
were peasants, all wearing jackets of skins which the 
kings of Brittany woi'e in the sixteenth century and the 
peasants in the eighteenth. The men were armed, some 
with guns, others with axes. Those who 'carried axes 
had just prepared in an open space a sort of pyre of 
dried fagots and billets winch only remained to be set 
on fire. Those who had guns were stationed at the two 
sides of the road in watchful positions. Anybody who 
could have looked tlirough the leaves would have seen 
every^vhere fingers on triggers and guns aimed toward 
the openings left by the interlacing branches. These men 
were on the watch. ^ the guns converged toward the 
road, which the first gleams of day had begun to whiten. 
In this hrilight low voices held converse. 
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‘Are you sure of that ? ' 

‘Well, the}^ say so/ 

‘ She is about to pass ? ' 

‘They sa^" she is in the neighbourhood/ 

‘ She must not go out/ 

'She must be burned/ 

‘We are three \dllage3 who have come out for that/ 
‘ Yes; but the escort ? * 

‘The escort will be killed/ 

‘But will she pass by this road ? ' 

‘They say so/ 

‘Then she comes from Vitre?' 

‘Why not?' 

‘ But somebody said she was coming from Fougeres/ 
‘Whether she comes from FougC^es or Vitre, she 
comes from the devil/ 

‘Yes/ 

‘And must go back to him/ 

‘Yes/ 

‘So she is going to Parigue ? ' 

‘It appears so/ 

‘She will not go/ 

‘No/ 

‘No, no, no !' 

'Attention i' 

It became prudent now to become silent, for tlie 
da}^ was brealdng. 

Suddenly these ambushed men held their breath; 
the^^ caught a sound of wheels and horses' feet. They 
peered through the branches, and could perceive indis- 
tinctly a long wagon, an escort on horseback, and some- 
thing on the wagon, coming towards them along the 
high-banked road. 

* There she is,' said one, who appeared to be the leader. 
‘Yes,' said one of the scouts; ‘vath the escort/ 
‘How many men?' 

‘Twelve.’ 

‘ We were told they were twenty/ 
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'Twelve or twenty, we must kill the whole/ 

'Wait till they get within sure aim/ 

A little later, the wagon and its escort app0'*srca at ? 
turn in the road. 

'Long live the King!’ cried the chief peasant. 

A hundred guns were fired at the same instant. 

When the smoke scattered, the escort was scattered 
also. Seven horsemen had fallen; five had fled. The 
peasants rushed up to the wagon. 

'Hold!* cried the chief; ‘it is not the guillotine! 
It is a ladder/ 

A long ladder was, in fact, all the wagon carried. 

The t^vo horses had fallen wounded; the driver had 
been killed, but not intentionally. 

'All the same/ said the chief, 'a ladder with an 
escort looks suspicious. It was going towards Parigue. 
It was for the escalade of La Tourgue, very sure/ 

'Let us bum the ladder!* cried the peasants. 

And they burned the ladder. 

As for the funereal wagon for which they had been 
waiting, it was pursuing another road, and was already 
two leagues off, in the \dllage whore Michelle Flechard 
saw it pass at sunrise. 


CHAPTER V 

vox IN DESERTO 

When MicheUe Flechard left the three children to whom 
she had given her bread, she took her way at random 
through the wood. 

Since nobody would point out the road, she must find 
it out for herself. Now and then she sat down, then 
rose, then reseated herself again. She was borne down 
by that terrible fatigue which first attacks the muscles, 
then passes into the bones — weariness like that of a 
slave* She was a slave in truth — ^the slave of her lost 



3i6 ninety-three 

children. She must find them; each instant thrt 
elapsed might be to their hurt; whoso has a duty like 
this woman's has no rights; it is forbidden even to srop 
to take breath. But she was very tired. In the ex- 
treme of exhaustion which she had reached another step 
became a question. Can one make it ? She had walked 
all the day, encountering no other \rillage, nor even a 
house. She took first the right path, then a VTong one, 
ending by losing herself amid leafy lab^uinths, resem- 
bling one another precisely. \^''as she approaching her 
goal ? Was she nearing the term of her Passion ? She 
was in the Via Dolorosa, and felt the overwhelming of 
the last station. Was she about to fall in the road, 
and die there ? There came a moment when to ad- 
vance farther seemed impossible to her. The sun was 
declining, the forest growing dark; the paths were 
hidden beneath the grass, and she was helpless. She 
had nothing left but God. She began to call; no voice 
answered. 

She looked about; she perceived an opening in the 
branches, turned in that direction, and found herself 
suddenly on the edge of the wood. 

She had before her a valley, narrow as a trench, at 
the bottom of which a clear streamlet ran along over 
the stones. She discovered then she was burning vdth 
thirst. She went down to the stream, knelt by it, and 
drank. 

She took advantage of her kneeling position to say 
her pra3"ers. 

When she rose she tried to decide upon a course. 
She crossed the brook. 

Beyond the little valley stretched, as far as the eye 
could reach, a plateau, covered with short underbrush, 
which, starting from the brook, ascended in an inclined 
plane, and filled the whole horizon. The forest had 
been a solitude; this plain was a desert. Behind every 
bush of the forest she might meet some one; on the 
plateau, as far as she could see, nothing met her gaze. 
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A few birds, which seemed frightened, were fl3dng away 
over the heath. 

Then in the midst of this awful abandonment, feeling 
her knees ^ve way under her, and, as if gone suddenly 
mad, the distracted mother flung forth tliis strange cry 
into the silence : ' Is there any one here ? * 

She waited for an answer. It came. A low, deep 
voice burst for^h; it proceeded from the verge of the 
horizon, was borne foi^vard from echo to echo; it was 
either a peal of thunder or a cannon, and it seemed as 
if the voice replied to the mother's question, and that 
it said, ‘Yes.* 

Then the silence closed in anew. 

The mother rose, animated with fresh life; there was 
some one; it seemed to her as if she had now some 
person with whom she could speak. She had just drunk 
and pra3^ed; her strength came back; she began to 
ascend the plateau in the “direction whence she had 
heard that vast and far-off voice. 

Suddenly she saw a lofty tower start up on the ex- 
treme edge of the horizon. It was the only object 
visible amid the savage landscape; a ray from the 
setting sun crimsoned its summit. It was more than 
a league away. Behind the tower spread a great sweep 
of scattered verdure, lost in the mist : it was the forest 
of Fougeres. 

This tower appeared to her to be the point whence 
came the thundering which had sounded like a sum- 
mons in her ear. Was it that which had given the 
answer to her cry? 

Michelle Pilchard reached the top of the plateau; 
she had nothing but the plain before her. 

She walked toward the tower. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE SITUATION 

The moment had come. The inexorable held the piti- 
less. Cimourdain had Lantenac in his hand. 

The old Ro5mlist rebel was taken in his lair; it was 
evident that he could not escape, and Cimourdain meant 
that the I\Iarquis should be beheaded here — upon his 
own territory — his own lands — on this very spot — in 
sight of his ancestral dwelling-place — that the feudal 
stronghold might see the head of the feudal lord fall, 
and the example thus be made memorable. 

It was with this intention that he had sent to Fou- 
geres for the guillotine which we lately saw upon its 
road. 

To kill Lantenac was to slay Vendee- to slay Vendee 
was to save France. Cimourdain did not hesitate. The 
conscience of this man was calm; he was urged to 
ferocity by a sense of duty. 

The Marquis appeared lost; as far as that went, 
Cimourdain was tranquil, but there was a consideration 
which troubled him. _ The struggle must inevitably be 
a terrible one. Gauvain would direct it, and perhaps 
would wish to take part; tliis young chief was a soldier 
at heart; he was just the man to fling himself into the 
thick of this pugilistic combat. If he should be lolled—, 
Gauvain, his child ! The only affection he possessed* 
on earth ! So far fortune had protected the youth, but 
fortune might grow weary. Cimourdain trembled. His 
strange destiny had placed him here between these 
two Gauvains, for one of whom he wished death, for 
the other life. 

The cannon-shot which had roused Georgette in hei 
cradle and summoned the mother in the depths of her 
solitude had done more than that. Either by accident, 
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or owing to the intention of the man who fired the piece, 
the ball, although only meant as a warning, had struck 
the guard of iron bars which protected the great loop- 
hole of the first floor of the tower, and had broken and 
half wrenched it away. The besieged had not had 
time to repair this damage. 

The besieged had been boastful, but they had very 
little ammunition. Their situation, indeed, was much 
more critical than the besiegers supposed. If they had 
had powder enough, they would have bio™ up La 
Tourgue when they and the enemy should be together 
vithinit; this had been their dream; but their reserves 
were exhausted. They had not more than thirty charges 
left for each man. They had plenty of guns, blunder- 
busses, and pistols, but few cartridges. They had loaded 
all the weapons in order to keep up a steady fire; but 
how long could this steady Jiring last? They must 
lavishly exhaust the resources which they required 

to husband. That was the difficulty. Fortunately 

sinister fortune — the struggle would be mostly man to 
man; sabre and poniard would be more needed than 
fire-arms. The conflict would be rather a duel with 
knives than a battle with guns.^ This was the hope 
of the besieged. 

The interior of the tower seemed impregnable. In the 
lower haU, which the mine had breached, the retirade so 
skilfully constructed guarded the entrance. Behind the 
retirade was a long table covered with loaded weapons — 
.blunderbusses, carbines, and muskets; sables, axes, and 
poniards. Since the^’' had no powder to blow up the 
tower, the crypt of the oubliette could not be utilised 
therefore the Marquis had closed the door of the dun- 
geon. Above the ground-floor hall was the round 
cliarnber which could only be reached by the narrow, 
winding staircase. This chamber, in which there was 
also placed a table covered with loaded weapons ready 
to hand, was lighted b5^ the great loophole, the grating 
of which had just been broken by the cannon-ball. 
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From tlus chamber the spiral staircase led to the circular 
room on the second floor, in v/hich was the iron door 
communicating v/ith the bridge-castle. This chamber 
was called indifferently the room witli the iron door, or 
the mirror room, from numerous small looldng-glasses 
hung to rusty old nails on the naked stones of the wall— 
a fMtastic mingling of elegance and rude desolation. 

Since the apartments on the upper floor could not be 
successfully defended, this mirror room became what 
hlanesson Mallet, the lawgi\'er in regard to fortified 
places, calls ‘the last post where the besieged can 
capitulate.’ The struggle, as we have alread}’- said, 
would be to keep the assailants from reaching this room. 

This second-floor round chamber was lighted by loop- 
holes: still a torch burned therein. This torch, in mi 
iron holder like the one in the hall below, had been 
kindled by Imanus, and the end of the sulphur-match 
placed near it. Terrible carefulness ! 

At the end of the ground-floor hall was a board placed 
upon trestles, which held food, like the arrangement in 
a Homeric cavern — great dishes of rice, wdth porridge 
of black grain, hashed veal, biscuits, stewed fruits, and 
jugs of cider. Whoever wished could eat and drink. 

The cannon-shot set them all on the watch. Not more 
than a half-hour of peace remained to them. 

From the top of the tower Imanus watched the ap- 
proach of the besiegers. Lantenac had ordered his men 
not to fire as the assailants came fonvard. He said, 
'They are four thousand five hundred. To kill them 
outside is useless. When they tr^' to enter, we are 
as strong as they.' 

Then he laughed, and added, 'Equalit5-, FratemiW.’ 

It had been agreed that Imanus should sound a warn- 
ing on his horn when the enemy began to advance. 

The little troop, posted beliind the retirade or on the 
stairs, waited vith one hand on their muskets, the other 
on their rosaries. 

This was what the situation had resolved itself into : — 




Pave 


r.-r 

‘“Give us Lantenac and take me.”* 
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For the assailants a breach to mount, a barricade to 
force, tliree rooms, one above the other, to take in sue- 
cession by main strength, two winding staircases to be 
carried step by step tmder a storm of bullets; for the 
besieged — to die. 


CHAPTER VII 

PRELIMINARIES 

Gata^vtn on liis side arranged the order of attack. He 
gave his last instructions to Cimourdain, whose part in 
the action, it will be remembered, was to guard the 
plateau; and to Guechamp, who was to wait with the 
main body of the army in the forest camp. It wa'^ 
understood that neither the masked battery of the wood 
nor the open battery of the plateau should fire unless 
there \vere a sortie or an attempt at escape on the part 
of the besieged. Gauvain had reserved for himself the 
command of the storming column. It was this that 
troubled Cimourdain. 

The sun had just set. 

A tower in an open country resembles a sliip in open 
sea. It must be attacked in the same manner. It is 
an affair of boarding rather than assault. No cannon. 
Nothing useless attempted. What would be the good of 
cannonading \vall3 fifteen feet thick ? A^ porthole; men 
forcing it on the one side, men guarding it on the other; 
axes, knives, pistols, fists, and teeth — that is the under- 
taking. Gauvain felt that there w'as no other way of 
carrying La Tourgue. N o thing can be more murderous 
than a conflict so close that the combatants look into 
one another's ej^’es. He had lived in tliis tower 
when a child, and Imew its formidable recesses by 
heart. 

He meditated deeply, A few paces from him his 
lieutenant, Guechamp, stood Nvith a spy-glass in his 

N.-T. t 
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hand, examining the horizon in the direction of Parigue. 
Suddenly he cried, 'Ah I at last !' 

This exclamation aroused Gauvain from his reverie 

'What is it, Guechamp ? ' 

'Commandant the ladder is coming.’ 

'The escape-ladder/ 

'Yes.' 

' How ? It is not yet here ? ' 

'No, commandant. And I was troubled. The ey. 
press that I sent to Javene came back.’ 

'I know it.’ 

He told me that he had found at the carpenter’s shop 
in Javene a ladder of the requisite length; he took it; 
he had it put on a cart; he demanded an escort of twelve 

horsemen, and he saw them set out from Parigud the 

cart, the escort, and the ladder. Then he rode back full 
speed, and made his report. And he added that the 
horses being good and the departure having taken place 
^ about two o clock in the morning, the wagon would 
be here before sunset.' 

'I know all that. Well ?’ 

'Well, commandant, the sun has just set, and the 
wagon which brings the ladder has not yet arrived.’ 

' Is it possible ? StiU we must commence the attack. 
The hour has come. If we were to wait, the besieged 
would think we hesitated.' 

I Commandant, the attack can commence.’ 

‘But the escape-ladder is necessary.' 

'Without doubt.' 

'But we have not got it.’ 

'We have it.' 

' How ? ' 

'It was that made me say, “Ah I at last!” The 
wagon did not arrive. I took my telescope, and ex- 
amined the route from Parigue to La Tourgue, and, 
commandant, I am satisfied. The wagon and the escort 
are coming down yonder; they are descending a hill. 
You can see them.’ 
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G3.ii\ain toolc IEb glass, and looked. *Yesj there it 
is. There is not light enough to distinguish very 
clearly. But I can see the escort; it is certainly that. 
Only the escort appears to me more numerous than 
you said, Guechamp.’ 

‘And to me ^so.' 

‘They are about a quarter of a league off.’ 

Commandant, the escape-ladder will be here in a 
quarter of an hour.' 

‘We can attack.’ 

It was indeed a wagon which they saw approaching, 
but not the one they believed. As Gauvain turned, he 
saw Sergeant Radoub standing behind him, upright,’ 
his eyes downcast, in the attitude of military salute! 

‘What is it. Sergeant Radoub?’ 

‘Citizen commandant, we, the men of the Battalion 
of the Bonnet Rouge, have a favour to ask of vou ’ 

‘What?’ ■ 

‘To have us killed.’ 

'Ah !’ said Gauvain. 

‘Will j?ou have that kindness?’ 

‘Well, that is according to circumstances,’ said 
Guavain. 

‘Listen, commandant. Since the affair of Dol you 
are careful of us. We are still twelve.' 

‘WeU ? ’ 

‘That humiliates us.’ 

‘You are the reserve.’ 

‘We would rather be the advance-guard.’ 

‘But I need you to decide success at the close of the 
mgagement. I keep you back for that,’ 

‘Too much.’ 

‘No. You are in the column. You march.’ 

‘ In the rear. Paris has a right to march in front.’ 

1 1 ryill think of it. Sergeant Radoub.’ ' 

Think of it to-day, commandant. There is an oppor- ' 
.unity. Hard blows wll be given and taken. It will 
)e lively. La Tourgue ^vill burn the fingers of those 
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that touch it. ^Ye ask the favour of bein^ of the 
part^/ 

The sergeant paused, t\\i 5 ted his moustache, and added 
in an altered voice, ‘Besides, look 3 ’ou, commandant, 
our little ones are in this tower. Our children are there^ 
— the children of the battalion — our three children. That’ 
abominable beast called Brise-bleu and Imanus, this 
Gouge-le-Bruant, this Bouge-Ie-Gruant, this Fouge-le- 
Truant, this thunderclap of the de\dl, threatens our chil- 
dren. Our children are poppets, commandant. If all 
the earthquakes should mix in the business, we cannot 
let an}^ misfortune happen to them. Do you hear that 
— authority ? We have none of it. A little while 
ago I took advantage of the truce, and mounted the 
plateau, and looked at them through a wndow. Yes, 
they are certainly there; 5 ^ou can see them from the edge 
of the ravine. I did see them, and they were afraid of 
me, the darhngs. Commandant, if a single hair of their 
> little cherub pates should fall, I swear by the thousand 
names of everything sacred, I, Sergeant Radoub, that I 
wall have revenge out of somebody. And that is what 
all the battalion say; either v:e w’ant the babies saved or 
we \vant to be all lolled. It is our right — ^yes, all killed. 
And now, salute and respect.' 

Gauvain held out his hand to Radoub, and said, ' You 
are brave men. You shall have a place in the attacking 
column. I wall dmde you into two parties. I put 
six of you in the vanguard to make sure that the troop 
advance, and six in the rearguard to make sure that 
nobod}^ retreats.' 

‘ Shall I command the twelve as usual ? ' 

' Certainl5^' 

Then, commandant, thanks. Fori am of the vanguard.* 

Radoub made another military salute, and went back 
to his company. Gauvain drew out his watch, spoke a 
few words in Guechamp’s ear, and the storming column 
began to form. 
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CHAPTER VIII 

^ THE LAST OFFER 

Now CimoHrdain, who had not yet gone to his post 
on the plateau, went to a trumpeter. 

'Demand a parley,' said he, 

The clarion sounded; the horn replied. 

Again the trumpet and the horn exchanged a blast. 

'V^at does that me^n? ' Gauvain asked Gudchamp, 
'What is it Cimourdain wants?' 

Cimourdain advanced towards tlie tower, holding 
a white handkerchief in his hand. 

He spoke in a loud voice, ‘ Men who are in the tower, 
do 3^ou know me ? ' 

A voice — the voice of Im^us — ^replied from the 
summit, 'Yes.' 

The following dialogue between the two voices reached 
the ears of those who were near enough. 

'I am the envoy of the Republic.' 

'You are the former cure of Parigu^.' 

'I am the delegate of the Committee of Public Safety.’ 

'You are a priest.' 

' I am the representative of the law.' 

'You are a renegade.' 

'I am the commissioner of the Revolution.' 

'You are an apostate.' 

'I am Cimourdain.' 

'You are the devil.' 

'Do you know me ? ' 

We hate you.' 

' Would you be content if 3^ou had me in your power ? * 

'We are'^here eighteen, who would give our heads to 
have yours.' 

'VeiT^ well; I come to deliver m3^self up to you/ 
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From the top of the tower rang a burst of savage 
laughter, and this cry — 'Come 1 ' 

The camp waited in the breathless silence of ex- 
pectancy. 

Cimourdain resumed, ‘On one condition.’ 

'mat ? ' 

'Listen.' 

'Speak.' 

'You hate me?' 

'Y^es.' 

'And I love you. I am your brothex. 

The voice from the top of the tower replied, 'Yes 
— Cain.' 

Cimourdain went on in a singular tone at once loud 
and sweet: 'Insult me; but listen. I come here under 
a flag of truce. Yes, you are my brothers. Y'ou are 
poor mistaken creatures, I am your friend. I am the 
light, and I speak to ignorance. Light is always brother- 
hood. Besides, have we not all the same mother — our 
country? Well, listen to me: you will know here- 
after, or j^our children vnll know, or your children's 
children will know, that what is done in this moment 
is brought about by the law above, and that the 
Revolution is the work of God. While awaiting the 
time when all consciences, even yours, shall understand 
this ; when all fanaticisms, even 3 ^our 5 , shall vanish ; 
while waiting for this great light to spread, vail no one 
have Y>\ty on 5^our darkness ? I come to you; I offer 
you my head. I do more — I hold out my hand to you. 
I beg of 5^ou the favour to destroy me in order to save 
yourselves. I have unlimited authority, and that which 
I say I can do. This is a supreme moment. I make 
a last effort. Yes, he who speaks to you is a citizen, and 
in this citizen — 3^es — ^there is a priest. The citizen defies 
you, but the priest implores 3^ou. Listen to me. Many 
among you have wives and children. I am defending 
your ehildren and your wives — defending them against 
yourselves. O my brothers ' 
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'Go on 1 Preach T sneered Imanus. 

'My brothers, do not let the terrible horn sound. 
Throats are to be cut. . ]\Iany among us who are here 
before you will not see to-morrow's sun; yes, many 
of us will perish, and you— 5'ou all are going to die. 
Show mercy to ^yourselves. Why shed all this blood 
when it is useless ? Why kill so many men when it 
would suhice to kill two ? ' 

'Two?* repeated Imanus. 

'Yes. Two.^ 

'Who?' 

'Lantenac and myself/ 

Cimourdain spoke moi’e loudly. 'Two men are too 
many. Lantenac for us; I for you. This is what I 
.propose to you, and you will all have your lives safe. 
Give us Lantenac and take'' me. Lantenac will be 
guillotined, and 3^ou shall do what you choose with me,^ 

'Priest I' howled Imanus, 'if we had thee, we would 
roast thee at a slow fire.' 

'I consent,' said Cimourdain. 

He went on : ' You, the condemned who are in this 
tower, 5^ou can all in an hour be living and free. I 
bring you safety. Do you accept ? ’ 

Imanus burst forth : ' You are not only a villain, you 
are a madman. Ah, there, why do you come here to 
disturb us ? Who asked you to come and speak to 
us ? We give up monseigneur ? \^dlat is^t you want ? 

' His head. And I offer ' 

'Your skin. Oh, we would flay you like a dog, Cure 
Cimourdain ! Well, no; your skin is not worth his 
head. Get away with yonJ 

'The massacre wiU be horrible. For the last time — 
reflect.' ^ 

Night had come on during this strange colloquy, which 
could be heard without and within the tower. The 
Marquis de Lantenac kept silence and allowed events to 
take their course.^ Leaders have such an indirect^ kind 
of self-love; it is" one of the rights of responsibility. 
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Imanus no longer addressed himself to Cimonrdain; 
he shouted, 'Men, -who attack us, we have submitted 
our propositions to you; they are settled — ^^ve have 
nothing to change in them. Accept them, else — ^voe to 
all I Do you consent ? We wall give you up the three 
children, and you wll allows liberty and life to us all.' 
'To all, yes,’ replied Cimourdain, 'except one/ 
'And that?* 

'Lantenac,' 

'Monseigneur ! Give up Monseigneur ? Never !* 
'We can only treat with you on that condition/ 
'Then begin/ 

Silence fell. Imanus descended, after ha^dng sounded 
the signal on his horn; the Marquis took his sword in 
his hand; the nineteen besieged Rouped themselves in 
silence behind the retirade of the lower haU and sank 
upon their knees, ^ They could hear the measured tread 
of the column as it advanced toward the tower in the 
gloom. The sound came nearer. Suddenly they heard 
it close to them, at the ver^^ mouth of the breach. Then 
all, kneeling, aimed their guns and blunderbusses across 
the openings of the barricade, and one of them — Grand- 
Francoeur, w^ho was the priest Turmeau — raised himself 
vnth a naked sabre in his right hand and a crucifix in his 
left, saying in a solemn voice, 'In the name of the 
Father, of the Son, and of the Holy Ghost!' 

All fired at the same time, and the battle began. 


CHAPTER IX 

TITAKS AGAINST GIANTS 

The encounter was frightful. This hand-to-hand con- 
test w^ent beyond the power of fancy in its a^vfulness. 
To find anything similar, it w^ould be necessary to go 
back to the great duels of .^schylus, or the ancient 
feudal butcheries, to 'those attacks with short arms' 
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which lasted do\yn to the seventeenth century , when men 
• penetrated into fortified places by concealed breaches; 
tragic assaults, where, says the old sergeant of the pro- 
\’ince of Alemtejo, 'when the mines had done their work, 
i the besiegers advanced bearing planks covered rvith 
sheets of tin, and armed with round shields, and fur- 
nished with grenades, they forced those who held 
the intrenchments, or retirades, to abandon them, 
and, thus become masters, they vigorously drove in the 
besieged/ 

Tlie place of attack was terrible; it was what in 
military language is called a covered breach ' — that is to 
say, a crevasse traversing the wall through and through 
and not an extended fracture open to the day. The 
powder had acted like an auger. The effect of the 
explosion had been so violent that the tower was cracked 
for more than forty feet above the cliamber of tlie mine, 
but this was only a crack; the practicable rent which 
served as a breach, and gave admittance into the lower 
hall, resembled a thrust from a lance, which pierces, 
rather than a blow fron an axe, which gashes. It was a 
puncture in the flank of the tower; a long cut, something 
like the mouth of a well; a passage, tvdsting and mount- 
ing like a gut along tlie wall fifteen feet in thickness; a 
misshapen cylinder, encumbered ^vitb obstacles, traps, 
stones broken by the explosion, where any one entering 
struck his head against the granite rock, his feet against 
the rubbish, while the darkness blinded him. 

The assailants saw before them this black gap, tlie 
mouth of a gulf, which had for upper and lower jaws all 
the stones of the jagged wall; a shark's mouth has not 
more teeth than had this frightful opening. It was 
necessa^ to enter this gap and to get out of it. 

Within was the waU; without rose the re tirade. 
Without — that is to say in the hall of the ground floor. 

The encounters of sappers in covered galleries when 
the counter-mine succeeds in cutting the mine, the 
butcheries in the gun-decks of vessSs boarded in a 
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naval engagement, alone have this ferocitj'. To fight 
in the bottom of a grave — it is the supreme degree of 
horror. It is frightful for men to meet in the death- 
struggle in sucli narrov bounds. At the instant when 
the first rush of besiegers entered, the whole retirade 
blazed with lightnings-— it was like a thunderbolt bumt- 
ing underground. The thunder of the assailants replied 
to that of the ambuscade. The e.xplosions answered 
one another ! Gauvain’s ^'oice was heard shouting, 
‘Break them in!’ Then Lantenac’s ciy, 'Hold firm' 
against the enemy !' Then Imanus’s yell, ‘Here, you 
men of tlie Main ! ’ Then the clash of sabres clashing 
against sabres, and echo after echo of terrible discharges 
that killed right and left. The torch fastened against 
the wall dimly lighted the horrible scene. It was im- 
possible clearly to distinguish anjdhing; the combatants 
struggled amid a lurid night; whoever entered was 
suddenly struck deaf and blind — deafened by the noise, 
blinded by the smoke. 

The combatants_ trod upon the corpses; they tore 
the wounds of the injured men l}nng helpless amid the 
rubbish ; stamped recklessly upon limbs already broken ; 
the_ sufferers uttered awful groans; the dying fastened 
their teeth in the feet of their unconscious tormentors. 
Then for an instant would come a silence more dreadful 
than the tumult. The foes collared each other; the 
liissing sound of their breath could be heard, the gnash- 
ing of teeth, death-groans, curses; then the thunder 
would recommence. A stream of blood flowed from the 
tower through the breach and spread away across the 
darkness, and formed smoking pools upon the grass. 
One might have said that giant, the tower, had been 
wounded, and was bleeding. 

Strange thing — ^scarcely a sound of the struggle could 
be heard uithout. The night was very black, and a sort 
of funereal calm reigned in plain and forest around the 
beleaguered fortress. Hell was within, the grave with- 
out. This shock of men exterminating each other amid 
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the darlcness, these musket volleys, these clamours, these 
shouts of rage, all that din expired beneath that mass of 
walls and arches; air was lacking, and suffocation added 
itself to the carnage. Hardly a sound reached those 
outside the tower. The little children slept. 

The desperate strife grew madder. The retirade 
held firm. Nothing more difficult than to force a 
barricade with a re-entering angle. If the besieged had 
numbers against them, they had at least the position 
in their favour. The storming column lost many men. 
Stretched in a long line outside the tower, it forced its 
w’ay slowiy in through the opening of the breach like a 
snake t^visting itself into its den. 

Gauvain, with the natural imprudence of a youthful 
leader, was in the hall in the thickest of the mUee, with 
the bullets flying in every direction about his head. 
Besides the imprudence of his age he had the assurance 
of a man wffio has never been w^ounded. 

As he turned about to give an order, the glare of 
musketry lighted up a face close beside him. 

‘Cimourdain ! ' he cried; 'what are you doing here V 

It was indeed Cimourdain. He replied, ‘ I have come 
to be near you.’ 

* But you ^vill be kiUed ! ’ 

‘Very well — ^you — ^what are you doing, then ? ’ 

‘I am necessary here; you are not.' 

‘Since 5^ou are here, I must be here too/ 

‘No, my master.' 

‘Yes, my child.' 

And Cimourdain remained near Gauvain. 

The dead lay in heaps on the pavement of the hall. 
Although the retirade was not yet carried, numbers 
would evidently conquer at last. The assailants were 
sheltered and the assailed under cover; ten besiegers 
fell to one amoQg the besieged, but the besiegers w^ere 
constantly renewed. The assailants increased, and 
the assailed grew less. 

The nineteen besieged were all behind the retirade. 
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because the attack was made there. They had dead and 
wounded among them. Not more than fifteen could 
fight now. One of the most furious, Chante-en-hiver, 
had been horribly mutilated. He was a stubby, wooll}’-- 
haired Breton, little and active. He had an eye gouged 
out and his jaw broken. He still could walk. He 
dragged himself up the spiral staircase, and reached the 
chamber of the first floor, hoping to be able to sa}'^ a 
prayer there and die. He backed himself against the 
wall near tlie loophole in order to breathe a little fresh air. 

Beneath, in front of the barricade, the butchery be- 
came inore and more horrible. In a pause between the 
answering discharges, Cimourdain raised his voice. 
'Besieged!' cried he, ‘why let any more blood flow?" 
You are beaten. Surrender! Reflect— -we are four 
thousand five hundred men against nineteen — that is to 
say, more than two hundred against one. Surrender ! ' 

‘Let us put a stop to those hypocritical babblings,' 
retorted the Marquis de Lantenac. 

And twenty balls answered Cimourdain. 

The retirade did not reach to the arched roof; this 
space permitted the besieged to fire from the barri- 
cade, but it also gave the besiegers an opportunity 
to scale it. 

‘Assault the retirade ! ’ cried Gauvain. ‘ Is there any 
man willing to scale the retirade ? ’ 

‘I,’ said Serjeant Radoub. 


CHAPTER X 

RADOUB 

Herb a sort of stupor seized the assailants. Radoub had 
entered the breach at the head of the column, and of 
those men of the Parisian battalion of which he made the 
sixth, four had already fallen. After he had uttered that 
shout' 1 1 he was seen to recoil instead of advance. 
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Doubled up, bent forward, almost creeping between the 
legs of the combatants, he regained the opening of the 
breach and rushed out. Was it a flight? A man like 
, this to fly ! V/hat did it mean ? 

Wlien he was outside, Radoub, still blinded by the 
smoke, rubbed lus eyes as if to clear them from the 
horror of the cavernous night he liad just left, and studied 
the wall of the tower by the starlight. He nodded his 
head, as if to say,* I was not mistaken.’ 

Radoub had noticed that the deep crack made by the 
explosion of the mine extended above the breach to the 
loophole of the upper story, tlie iron grating of which 
had been shattered by a ball. The network of broken 
bars hung loosely down, so tliat a man could enter. 

A man could enter, but could he climb up ? By the 
crevice it might have been possible for a cat to mount. 
Such was Radoub. He belonged to the race which 
Pindar calls *the active athletes.’ One ma}^ be an old 
soldier and a yoimg man. Radoub, who had belonged 
to the French Guards, was not 3^et forty. He was a 
nimble Hercules. / 

Radoub threw his musket on the ground, took off his 
shoulder-belts, laid aside his coat and jacket, keeping his 
two pistols, which he thrust in his trousers belt, and his 
naked sabre, which he held between his teeth. The 
butt- ends of the pistols protruded above his belt. 

Thus lightened of everj’lhing useless, arid followed in 
the obscurity by the eyes of all such of the attacking 
column as had not ^’et entered the breach, he began to 
climb the stones of the cracked wall as if they had been 
the steps of a staircase. Having no shoes was an advan- 
tage — nothing can cling like a naked foot; he twisted 
his toes into the holes of the stones. He hoisted hhnself 
with his fists, and bore his weight on his knees. The 
ascent was a hazardous one; it was somewhat like 
clmbing along the teeth of a gigantic saw. 'Luckily/ 
thought he, ' there is nobody in the chamber of the first 
story, else I should not be allowed to climb up like this/ 
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He had not more than forty feet left to mount. Hi 
was somewhat encumbered by the projecting butt-end 
of his pistols, and as he climbed the crevice narrowed 
rendering the ascent more and more difficult, so thai 
the danger of falling increased as lie went on. 

At last he reached the frame of the loophole and 
pushed aside the twisted and broken grating, so that he 
had space enough to pass through. He raised Iiimself for 
a last powerful effort, rested his knee on the cornice of 
the ledge, seized with one hand a bar of the grating at 
the left, with the other a bar at the right, lifted half his 
body in front of the embrasure of the loophole, and, sabre 
between his teeth, hung thus suspended by his two 
fists over the abyss. 

It needed onl}'’ one spring more to land him in the 
chamber of the first floor. 

But a face appeared in the opening. Radoub saw a 
frightful spectacle rise suddenly before him in the gloom, 
an ej^e torn out, a jaw fractured, a bleeding mask. 

This mask, which had only one e3'’e left, was watcliing 
him. 

This mask had two hands : these two hands thrust 
themselves out of the darkness of this loophole and 
clutched at Radoub; one of them seized the two pistols 
in his belt, the other snatched the sword from beUveen 
his teeth. 

Radoub was disarmed. His knee slipped upon the 
inclined plane of the cornice; his two fists, cramped 
about the bars of the grating, barely sufficed to support 
him, and beneath was a sheer descent of forty feet. 

This mask and these hands belonged to Chante-en- 
hiver. 

Suffocated by the smoke which rose from the room 
below, Chante-en-hiver had succeeded in entering the 
embrasure of the loophole : the air from without had 
revived him; the freshness of the night had congealed 
the blood, and his strength had in a measure come back. 
Suddenly he perceived the torso of Radoub rise in front 
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of the embrasure. Radoub, having his hands twisted 
about the bars, had no choice but to let himself fall or 
allow himself to be disarmed, so Chante-en-hiver, with a 
horrible quietness, had taken the two pistols out of his 
belt and the sabre from between his teeth. 

Then commenced an unheard-of duel — a duel between 
the disarmed and the wounded. Evidently the d3dng 
man liad the victory in his own hands. A single shot 
would suffice to hurl Radoub into the yawning 
beneath his feet. 

Luckily for Radoub, Chantc-cn-hiver held both pistols 
in the same hand, so that he could not fire either, and 
was forced to make use of the sabre. He struck Radoub 
a blow on the shoulder with the point. The sabre-stroke 
wounded Radoub, but saved his life. 

The soldier was unarmed, but in full possession of his 
strength. Regardless of his wound, which indeed w'as 
only a flesh-cut, he svmng his body vigorously fonvard, 
loosed his hold of the bars, and bounded through the 
loophole. 

There he found himself face to face vdth Chante-en- 
hiver, who had thrown the sabre behind him, and was 
clutching a pistol in either hand. 

Chante-en-hiver had Radoub close to the muzzle as 
he took aim upon his knees, but his .enfeebled arm 
trembled, and he did not fire at once. 

Radoub took advantage of tliis respite to burst out 
laughing. 'I say, ugly face !’ cried he, 'do you sup- 
pose you frighten me with your ra\v bullock's head ? 
Thunder, and Mars, how they have shattered 
features T 

Chante-en-hiver took aim. 

Radoub continued : 'It is not polite to mention it, 
but the grape-shot has dotted your mug very neatly. 
Bellonahaspepperedyourphysiognomy, my lad. Come 
come; spit out your little pistol-shot, my good fellow V 

Chante-en-hiver fired; the ball passed so close 16 
Radoub's head that it carried away part of his ear. His 
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foe raised the second pistol in his other hand, but 
Radoub did not give him time to take aim. ' 

‘It is enough to lose one ear,’ cried he, ‘You have 
wounded me twice. It is my turn now.' 

He flung himself on Chante-en-hiver, loiocked aside his 
arin with such force that the pistol went off and the ball 
whizzed against the ceiling. He seized his enemy’s 
broken j aw in both hands and twisted it about. Chante- 
en-hiver uttered a howl of pain and fainted. Radoub 
straddled across his body and left him l3dng in the 
embrasure of the loophole. 

‘Now that I have announced my ultimatum, don’t 
you stir again,’ said he. ‘Lie there, you ugly crawling 
snake. You may fancy that I am not going to amuse 
myself massacring you. Crawl about on the mound at 
your ease — underfoot is the place for you. Die — ^you 
can’t get over that. In a little while you \vill learn 
what nonsense your priest has talked to you. Away 
with j'ou into &e great mystery, peasant 1 ’ And he 
hurried forward into the room. 

‘One cannot see an inch -from one's nose,’ 
grumbled he. 

Chante-en-hiver began to ■writhe con-vulsively upon 
the floor and utter fresh groans of agony. Radoub 
turned back. 

‘Hold your tongue ! Do me the favour to be silent, 
citizen, without kno'wing it. I cannot trouble myself 
further mth you. I should scorn to make an end of you. 
Just let me have quiet.’ 

Then he thrust his hands into his hair as .he stood 
watching Chante-en-hiver. 

‘ But here, what am I to do now ? It is all very fine, 
but I am disarmed. I had two shots to fire, and you 
have robbed me of them, animal ! And wth all that, 
a smoke that would blind a dog ! ’ 

Then his hand touched his woimded ear. 'Oh !’ he 
exclaimed. 

Then he went on : ‘You have gained a great deal by 
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confiscating one of my ears 1 However, I would rather 
liave one less of them than anytliing else — an ear is only 
an ornament. Y ou have scratched my shoulder too; but 
tha" is nothing. Expire, villager— 1 forgive yon.’ 

He listened. The din from the lower room was fearful. 
The combat had grown more furious than ever. 

'Things are going well down there/ he muttered. 
How they howl Long live the King ! ” One must 
admit that they die bravely.' 

His foot struck against the sabre. He picked it up, 
and said to Chante-en-hiver, who no longer stirred, 
and who might indeed be dead — 'See here, man of the 
woods, I will take m}^ sabre; yon have left me that, 
anyway. But I wanted my pistols. The devil fly away 
with you, savage 1 Oh there I what am I to do ? lam 
no good whatever here.' 

He advanced into the hall trying to guide his steps in 
the gloom. Suddenly, in the shadow behind the central 
pillar, he perceived a long table upon which something 
gleamed faintly. He felt the objects. They were 
blunderbusses, carbines, pistols, a whole row of firearms 
laid out in order to his hand; it was the reserve of 
weapons the besieged had provided in this chamber, 
which would be their second place of stand. 

‘A w^hole arsenal!’ cried Kadoub. 

And he clutched them right and left, dizzy with joy. 
Thus armed, he became formidable. He could see, at 
uhe back of the table, the door of the staircase^, 'which 
communicated with the rooms above and below, stand- 
ing wide open. Radoub seized two pistols, and fired 
them at random through the doorway; then he snatched 
a blunderbuss, and fired that; then a gun, loaded with 
buckshot, and discharged it. The blunderbuss, vomit- 
ing forth its fifteen balls, sounded like a volley of grape- 
shot. He got his breath back, and shouted down the 
staircase in a voice of thunder, ' Hurrah for Paris ! ’ 

Then seizing a second blunderbuss, still bigger than 
the first, he levelled it towards the staircase, and waited. 
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The confusion in the lower hall was indescribaKe* 
This unexpected attack from behind paralysed die 
besieged with astonishment. Two balls from Radoub's 
triple fire had taken effect : one had killed the elder of 
tile brothers Pique-cn-Bois; the other had killed De 
Ouelcn, nicknamed Houzard. 

"" 'The}’ arc on the floor above !' cried the Marquis. 

At tliis cry the men abandoned the retirade; a flock 
of birds could not have fled more quickly; they plunged 
madly toward the staircase. The ]\Iarqui5 cncoaraged 
the flight. 

'Quick, quick!' he exclaimed. 'There is most 
courage now in escape. Let us all get up to the second 
floor. We will begin again there.' He left the 
retirade the last. Tliis brave act saved his life. 

Radoub, ambushed at the top of the stairs, watched 
the retreat, finger on trigger. The first who appeared at 
the turn of the spiral steps received the discharge of his 
gun full in their faces, and fell. Had the Marquis been 
among them, he would have been killed. 

Before Radoub had time to seize another weapon, the 
others passed him : the ^larquis behind all the rest, and 
moving more slowl}\ 

Belie\dng the first-floor chamber filled with the be- 
siegers, the men did not pause there, but rushed on and 
gained the room above, which was the hall of the mirrors. 
There was the iron door; there was the sulphur-match: 
it was there they must capitulate or die. 

Gauvain had been as much astounded as the besieged 
by the detonations from the staircase, and was unable to 
understand how aid could have reached him in thaf 
quarter; but he took advantage 'vnthout waiting to com 
prehend. He leaped over the retirade, followed by his 
men, and pursued the fugitives up to the first floor. 
There he found Radoub. 

The sergeant saluted, and said,: ' One minute, com- 
mandant. I did that, I remembered Dol. I followed 
your plan. I took the enemy between two fires.' 
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‘A good' scholar/ answered Gauvain, with a smile. 

After one has been a certain length of time in the 
darkness, the e3’e5, like those of a night-bird, become 
accustomed to the obscurit}*, Gauvain perceived that 
Radoub was covered \nth blood. 

*But you are wounded, comrade!' he exclaimed. 

'Never mind that, commandant, ^^'hat difference 
does it make — an ear more or less 1 I got a sabre thrust, 
too, but it is nothing. One always cuts oneself a little 
in breaking a window. It is only losing a little blood.' 

The besiegers made a lialt in the ground-floor cham- 
ber, which liad been gained by Radoub. A lantern was 
brought. Cimourdain rejoined Gauvain. The}^ held a 
council. It was indeed time to reflect. The besiegers 
were not in the secrets of their foes; tlie^^ were unaware 
of the lack of ammunition; they did not know that the 
defenders of the tower were short of powder — that the 
second floor must be the last post where a stand could be 
made; the assailants could not tell but the staircase 
might be mined. 

One thing was certain — the erremy could not escape. 
Those who had not been killed were as safe as if under 
lock and key. Lantenac was in the trap. 

Certain of this, the besiegers could afford to give 
themselves time to choose the best means of bringing 
about the end. Numbers among them had been killed 
alread 3 \ The thing now was to spare the men as much 
as possible in this last assault. The risk of this final 
attack would be great. The first fire \vould '"\rithout 
doubt be a hot one. 

The combat was interrupted. The besiegers, masters 
of the ground and first floors, waited the orders of the 
commander-in-chief to renew the conflict. Gauvain and 
Cimourdain were holding counsel. Radoub assisted in 
silence at their deliberation. At length he modestlv" 
hazarded another military salute. 

* Commandant ? ' 

'What is it, Radoub?* 
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‘Have I a right to a little recompense?' 

‘Y'es, indeed. Ask what you like.' 

‘I ask pennission to be first to mount.' 

It was impossible to refuse him; in fact, he would 
have done it without permission. 


CHAPTER XI; 

DESPERATE 

While this consultation took place on the first floor, thcv 
besieged were’barricading the second. Success is fury; 
defeat is madness. The encounter between the foes 
would be frenzied. To be close on victory intoxicates. 
The men below were inspired by hope, which would be 
the most powerful of human incentives if despair did not 
exist. Despair was above — a calm , cold, sinister despair. 

When the besieged reached the haH of refuge, beyond 
which they had no resource, no hope, their first care had 
been to bar the entrance. To lock the door was useless; 
it was necessary to block the staircase. In a position 
like theirs an obstacle across which they could see, and 
over which they could fight, was worth more than a 
closed door. 

The torch, which Im^us had planted in the wall near 
the sulphur-match, lighted the room. 

There was in the chamber one of those great, hea^y 
oak chests which were used to hold clothes and linen 
before the invention of chests of drawers. 

They dragged this chest out, and stood it on end in 
the doorway of the staircase. It fitted solidly and closed 
the entrance, leaving open at the top a narrow space, by 
which a man could pass, but it was scarcely probable that 
the assailants would run the risk of being killed one after 
another by an attempt to pass the barrier in single file. 

This obstruction of the entrance afforded them a 
respite. They numbered their company. Out of the 
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nineteen only seven remained, of whom Imanus made 
one. With the exception of Imanus and the Marquis, 
they were all wounded. 

The five wounded men (active still, for in the heat of 
combat any woimd less than mortal leaves a man able 
to move about) were Chatenay, called Robi ; Guinoiseau, 
Hoisnard Branche d*Or, Brin d*Amour, and Grand- 
Francoeur. All the others _\vere dead. 

They had no ammunition left. The cartridge-boxes 
were almost empty; they counted. How many shots 
were there for the seven to fire ? Four, 

They had reached the pass where nothing remained but 
to fall. They had retreated to the precipice; it yawned 
black and terrible; they stood upon the very edge. 

Still the attack was about to recommence — slowly, 
but all the more surely on that account. They could 
hear the butt-ends of the muskets ring along the stair- 
case step by step, as the besiegers advanced. 

N 0 means of escape. By the library ? On the plateau 
bristled six cannons, with every match lighted. By the 
upper chambers ? To what end ? They look up on the 
platform. The only resource when that wa^i^ reached 
would be to fling themselves from the top of the tower. 

The seven survivors of this Homeric band found them- 
selves inexorably enclosed and held fast by that tiiick 
wall, which at once protected and betrayed them. They 
were not yet taken, but they were already prisoners. 

The Marquis spoke: ‘My friends, all is finished' 

Then, after a silence, he added, ' Grand-Francoeur, 
be again the Abbe Turmeau.' 

All knelt, rosary in hand. The measured stroke of 
the muskets sounded nearer. 

Grand-Francoeur, covered with blood from a wound 
which had grazed Ms skull and tom away Ms leather 
cap, raised the crucifix in Ms right hand. The Marquis, 
a sceptic at bottom, bent Ms loiee to the ground, 

‘Let each one confess his faults aloud,' said Grand- 
Francoeur. ‘Monseigneur, speak,' 
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The Marquis answered, 'I have Idlled.’ 

have l^ed,' said Hoisnard. 

'I have killed,' said Guinoiseau. 

*1 have killed,' said Brin d'Amour. 

^ I have kffled,' said Chatenay. 

I have killed,' said Imanus, 

And Grand-Francoeur replied, 'In the name of the 
most Holy Tnmty, I absolve you. May vour souls 
depart m peace. 

‘Amen,’ replied all the voices. 

' The Marqms then rose. ‘Now let us die,’ he said. 
And fall to slaying, added Imanus. 

The bloTO from the butt-end of the besiegers’ muskets 
®^^e the chest which barred the door. 

erisTSyou ’ ' 'rarth no toger 

A u K Marquis; ' we are in the tomb.’ 

All bowed their heads and smote their breasts. The 
Marquis ^d the priest were alone standing. The priest 
prayed, keeping his eyes cast doiwi; the peasants 
prayed; the Marquis reflected. The coffer echoed 
dismally, as if under the stroke of hammers. 

1 , thi^s instant a rapid strong voice sounded suddenly 
behind them, e.vclaiming, ‘Did I not teU you so, mon- 
seigneur ? j > 

M turned their heads in stupefied wonder An 
outlet was just opening in the wall. 

into the others, but not 
cemented, and ka-wng a pivot above and a pivot below 

Tht If a turnstile, leaving the wall open. 

opening was 

double, and offered two means of exit — one to the right 
and one to the left— n^ow, but leaving space enough to 
allow a man to pass. Beyond this door, so unexpectedly 
opened, could be seen the first steps of a spiral staircas^ 

recogilrfSl’” “”■5“ 
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CHAPTER XII 

DELIVERANCE 

' *Tis you, Halmalo ? * 

‘It is I, monseigneur. You see there are stones that 
turn; they really exist; you can get out of here. I am 
just in time; but comd quickly. In ten minutes you 
ulll be in the heart of the forest,' 

‘ God is great,' said the priest, 

'Save yourself, monseigneur T cried the men in 
concert. 

‘AU of you go first,' said the Marquis. 

'You must go first, monseigneur,' returned the Abbe 
Turmeau. ' I go the last.' 

And the I\Iarquis added, in a severe tone, 'No struggle 
of generosity. We have no time to be magnanimous. 
You are wounded. I order you to live and to fly. 
Quick ! Take advantage of this outlet. — ^Thanks, 
Halmalo.' 

‘ Marquis, must we separate ? ' asked the Abbe ' 
Turmeau. - 

'Below, without doubt. We can only escape one by 
one.' 

'Does monseigneur appoint a rendezvous?' 

'Yes. A glade in the forest, the Pierre Gauvaine. 
Do you know the place?' 

‘ We all know it.' 

'I shall be there to-morrow at noon. Let all those 
who can walk meet me at that time.' 

' Every man %vill be there.' 

'And we 'will begin the war anew,' said the ^larquis. 

As Halmalo pushed against the turning-stone, he 
found that it did not stir. The aperture could not be 
closed again. 

^ Monseigneur/ he said, ‘we must hasten. The 
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stone v.ill not move. I was able to open the passage, 
but I cannot shut it.' 

The stone, in fact, had become deadened, as it were, on 
its hinges from long disuse. It was impossible to make 
it turn back into its place. 

‘Jlonseigneur,' resumed Halmalo, 'I had hoped to 
close the passage, so that the Blues, when they got in 
and found no one, vrould think you must have flown oft 
in the smoke. But the stone vili not stir. The enemy 
v.ill see the outlet open, and can follow. At least, do 
not let us lose a second. Quick; ever}^bod 3 ^ make for 
the staircase V 

Imanus laid his hand on Halmalo's shoulder. 

* Comrade, how much time will it take to get from here 
to the forest and to safet}’' ? ' 

' Is there any one seriously wounded ? * asked Halmalo. 

The}^ answered, ‘Nobod 3 ^' 

*In that case a quarter of an hour will be enough,' 

'Go,' said Im^us; 'if the enem 3 ’' can be kept out 
of here for a quarter of an hour ' 

*They may follo^v; they cannot overtake us.' - 

'But,' said the IMarquis, ‘they will be here in five 
minutes; that old chest cannot hold out against them 
any longer. A few blows from their muskets will end 
the business. A quarter of an hour ! \Mio can keep 
them back for a quarter of an hour ? ' 

'1/ said Imanus. 

' Y'ou, Gouge-le-Bruant ? ' 

' I, monseigneur. Listen. Five out of six of 3 'ou are 
wounded. I have not a scratch.' 

'Nor 1/ said the Marquis. 

' 1 ou are the chief, monseigneur. I am a soldier. 
Chief and soldier are tw'O.' 

'I know w’e have each a different duty,' 

'No, monseigneur, w’e have, you and I, the same 
dut 3 ^ : it is to save you.' 

Imanus turned towards his companions. 

' Comrades, the thimj necessary to be done is to hold 
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the enemy in check and retard the pursuit as long as 
possible. Listen. I am in possession of my full strength; 
I have not lost a drop of blood; not being wounded, 
I can hold out longer than an}^ of the others. Fly, 
all of you. Leave me your weapons. I vdli make 
good use of them. I take it on myself to stop the enemy 
foragood half-hour. How many loaded pistols arethere? ' 

'Four.' 

'Lay them on the floor.' 

His command was obeyed. 

'It is well. I stay here. They will find somebody 
to talk \vith. Now — quick — ^get away.' 

Lifeanddeathhunginthebalance; therewasnotimefor 
thanks — scarcely time for those nearestto grasp his hand. 

'We shall meet soon/ the Marquis said to him. 

‘No, monseigneur; I hope not — not soon — for I am 
about to die,' 

They got through the opening, one after another, and 
passed down the stairs, the wounded going first. While 
the men were escaping, the Marquis took a pencil out 
of a notebook which he carried in his pocket, and wrote 
a few words on the stone, which, remaining motionless, 
left the passage gaping open. 

‘Come, monseigneur; they are all gone but you/ 
said Halmalo. And the sailor began to descend the 
stairs. The Marquis followed. 

Im^us was alone. 


CHAPTER XIII 

THE EXECUTIONER 

The four pistols had been laid on the flags, for the 
chamber had no flooring to cover them. Imanus 
grasped a pistol in each hand. He moved obliquely 
towards the entrance to the staircase which the chest 
obstracted and masked. 
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The assailants e\'idently feared some surprise — one ol 
those final explosions which involve conqueror and con- 
quered in the same catastrophe. This last attack was as 
slow and prudent as the first had been impetuous. They 
had not been able to push the chest backward into the 
chamber — perhaps would not have done it if they could. 
They had broken the bottom udth blows from their 
muskets, and pierced the top with ba5'onet holes; b}' 
these holes thej’- were trying to look into the hall before 
entering. The light from the lanterns with which they 
had illuminated the staircase shone through these chinks. 

Imanus perceived an eye regarding him tlurough one 
of the holes. He aimed his pistol quickly at the place 
and pulled the trigger. To his joy a horrible cry followed 
the report. The ball had entered the e 5 ’-e and passed 
through the brain of the soldier, who fell backward 
douTi the stairs. 

The assailants had broken two large holes in the 
cover; Imanus thrust his pistol through one of these 
and fired at random into the mass of besiegers. The 
ball must have rebounded, for he heard several cries as 
if three or four were killed or wounded; then there was 
a great trampling and tumult as the men fell back. 
Imanus threw down the two pistols, which he had just 
fired, and. taking the two which still remained, peered 
out through the holes in the chest. He was able to 
see what execution his shots had done. 

The assailants had descended the stairs. The trvist- 
ing of the spiral staircase onl 3 ’^ allowed him to look down 
three or four steps; the men he had shot lay writhing 
there in the death agon}'-. Imanus waited. ‘It is so 
much time gained,’ thought he. 

Then_ he saw a man fiat on his stomach creeping up 
the stairs; at the same instant the head of another 
soldier appeared lower down from behind the pillar 
about which the spiral wound. Imanus aimed at this 
head and fired. A cry followed, the soldier fell, and 
Imanus while watching, threw away the empty pistol 
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and changed the loaded one from his left hand to his 
right. 

As he did so he felt a horrible pain, and in his turn 
uttered a yell of agony. A sabre was thrust through 
his bowels. A fist — the fist of the man who had crept up 
the stairs — had just been thrust through the second hole 
in the bottom of the chest, and this fist had plunged a 
sabre into Imanus’s body. The wound was frightful; 
the abdomen was pierced through and through. 

Imanus did not fall. He set his teeth together and 
muttered, ' Good ! ’ 

Then he dragged himself, tottering along, and re- 
treated to the iron door at the side of which the torch 
was still burning. He laid his pistol on the stones and 
seized the torch, and while with his left hand he held 
together the terrible wound througli which his intestines 
protruded, wth the right he lowered the torch till it 
touched the sulphur-match. 

It caught fire instantaneously — the wick blazed. 
Imanus dropped the torch — it lay on the ground still 
burning. He seized his pistol anew, dropped forward 
upon the flags, and \vith what breath he had lefk blew 
the wick. The flame ran along it, passed beneath the 
iron door and reached the bridge-castle. 

Then seeing that his execrable exploit had succeeded 
— prouder, perhaps, of the crime than of the courage he 
had before shown — ^this man, who had just proved 
himself a hero only to sink into an assassin, smiled as he 
stretched himself out to die, and muttered, ‘They will 
remember me. I take vengeance on these little ones 
for the fate of the little one who belongs to us all— 
the King imprisoned in the Temple ! ' 
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CHAPTER XIV 

IJilANUS ALSO ESCAPES 

At this moment there was a great noise — the chest was 
hurled violently back into the hall, and gave passage tc 
a man who rushed for\vard, sabre in hand, crying, ‘ It is 
I — ^Radoub; what are you going to do? It bores me to 
wait. I have risked it. Any^vay I have just disem- 
bov/elled one. N ow I attack the whole of you. Whethe] 
the rest follow me, or don't follow me, here I am. How 
.many are there of you ? ' 

It was indeed Radoub, and he was alone ! 

After the massacre Imanus had caused upon the stairs, 
Gauvain, fearing some secret mine, had dra\vn back 
his men and consulted with Cimourdain. 

Radoub, standing sabre in hand upon the threshold, 
sent his voice anew into the obscurity of the chamber 
across which the nearty extinguished torch cast a faint 
gleam, and repeated his question. 'I am one; how 
many are you ? ' 

There was no answer. He stepped forward. One of 
those sudden jets of light which an expiring fire some- 
times sends out, and which seem like its dying throes, 
burst from the torch and illuminated the entire chamber, 
Radoub caught sight of himself in one of the mirrors 
hanging against the waU — approached it, and examined 
Ms bleeding face and wounded ear. 

‘Horrible mutilation r said he. 

Then he turned about, and, to Ms utter stupefaction, 
perceived that the hall was empt5^ 

‘Nobody here !' he exclaimed — ‘not a creature.' 

Then he saw the revolving stone and the staircase 
beyond the opening, 

‘Ah I I understand. The kej^ of the fields. Come 
up, all of you ! ' he shouted. ‘ Comrades, come up I 
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They have ran away. They have filed off— dissolved— 
evaporated— cut their lucky. This old jug of a tower 
had a crack in it. There is the hole they got out by, 
the beggars. How is anybody to get the better of Pitt 
and Coburg while they can play such comedies as this I 
The very devil himself came to their rescue. There 
is nobody here.' 

The report of a pistol cut his words short; a ‘ball 
grazed Iiis elbow and flattene'd itself against the wall. 

‘Aha !* said he. 'So there is somebody left. Who 
. was good enough to sliow me that little politeness ? ’ 

‘1/ answered a voice. 

Radoub looked about, and caught sight of Imanus in 
the gloom. 

' Ah r cried he. ‘ I have got one at all events. The 
others have escaped, but you will not, I promise you.^ 

‘Do you believe it?' retorted Imanus. 

Radoub made a step fonvard and paused. 

'Eh, you, lying on the ground there — who are you ? ' 

‘I am a man who laughs at you who are standing up.’ 

‘What is it you are holding in your right hand ? ' 

‘A pistol.’ 

‘And in'yo^^^ left hand?’ v 

'My bowels.’ 

* ‘Y'ou are my prisoner.* 

‘I defy youV 

Imanus bowed his head over the burning wick, spent 
his last breath in stirring the flame, and expired 

A few seconds after, Gauvain and Ciniourdain, fol- 
lowed by the whole troop of soldiers, were in the hall. 
They all saw the opening. They searched the corners 
of the room and explored the staircase; it had a passage 
at the bottom which led to the ravine. The besieged 
had escaped. They raised Imanus — he was dead. 
Gauvain, lantern in hand, examined the stone which had 
afforded an outlet to the fugitives; he had heard of the 
tuining-stone, but he, too, had disbelieved the legend. 

As he looked, he saw some lines written in pencil on the ^ 
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massive block; he held the lantern closer, and read the 
words: 'Ajc rei^ir, Vicomie Lanienac' 

Guechamp was standing his commandant. Pursuit 
was utterly useless; the fugitives had the whole country 
to aid them — thickets, ravines, copses, the inhabitants. 
Doubtless they were already far away. There would be 
no possibility of discovering them ; they had the entire 
forest of Fougeres, vnth its countless hiding-places, for 
a refuge. What was to be done ? The whole struggle 
must begin anew. Gauvain and Guechamp exchanged 
conj ectures and expressions of disappointment. Cimour- 
dain listened gravely, but did not utter a word, 

' And the ladder, Guechamp ? ’ said Gauvain. 

* Commandant, it has not come.* 

'But we saw a wagon escorted b}^ gendarmes.’ 
Guechamp only replied, 'It did not bring the ladder.* 

‘ WTiat did it bring then ? ' 

‘The guillotine,* said Cimourdain. 


CHAPTER XV 

KEVER PUT A WATCH AND A KEY IN THE SAME POCKET 

The 3\Iarquis de Lantenac was not so far awaj’' as they 
believed. But he was none the less in safety, and com- 
pletely out of their reach. He had followed Halmalo. 

The staircase by which they descended in the wake of 
the other fugitives ended in a narrow vaulted passage 
close to the ^a^dne and the arches of the bridge. This 
passage opened into a deep natural fissure which led into 
the ra\dne on one side and into the forest on the other. 
The ^vindings of the path were completely hidden among 
the thickets. It would have been impossible to discover 
a man concealed there. A fugitive, once arrived at this 
point, had only to twist away hke a snake. The opening 
from the staircase into the secret pasasge was so com- 
pletely obstructed by brambles that the builders of the 
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passage had not thought it necessary to close the way 
in any other manner. 

The Marquis had only to go forward now. He was 
not placed in any difficulty by lack of a disguise. He 
had not thrown aside his peasant's dress since coming to 
Brittany, thinking it more in character. 

When Halmalo and the Marquis passed out of the 
passage into the cleft, the five other men — Guinoiseau, 
Hoisnard Branche-d'Or, Brin" d* Amour, Chatenay, and 
the Abbe Turmeau — ^were no longer there. 

'They did not take much time to get away/ said 
' Halmalo. 

' Follow their example,' returned the Marquis. 

'Must I leave monseigneur?' 

'Without doubt. I have already told you so. Each 
must escape alone to be safe. One man passes where two 
cannot. We should attract attention if we were together. 
You would lose my life and I yours.' 

‘ Does monseigneur know the district ? ' 

'Yes/ 

'Does monseigneur still appoint the rendezvous for 
the Pierre Gauvaine ? ' 

'To-morrow, at noon/ 

' I shall be there. We shall all be there.' 

Then Halmalo burst out, 'Ah, monseigneur 1 When 
I think that we were together in the open sea, that we 
were alone, that I wanted to kill you, that you were my 
I master, that you could have told me so. and that you 
' did not speak 1 What a man you are 1 

The Marquis replied, 'England ! There is no other 
resource. In fifteen days the English mustbe in France.' 
5 ‘I have much to tell monseigneur, I obeyed his 
orders.' 

i ‘We will talk of all that to-morrow/ 

: 'Farewell till to-morrow, monseigneur.' 

'By the way, are you hungry?' 

' Perhaps I am, monseigneur. I was in such a huri y to 
get here that I am not sure whether I have eaten to-day/ 
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The Marquis took a cake of chocolate from his pocket, 
broke it in half, gave one piece to Hahnalo, and began to 
eat the other himself. 

'Monseigneur,' said Halmalo, 'at your right is the 
ravine; at your left, the forest.' 

'Very good. Leave me. Go your own way.' 

Halmalo obeyed. He hurried off through the dark- 
ness. For a few instants the Marquis could hear the 
craclding of the underbrush; then all was still. By that 
time 'it would have been impossible to track Hataalo. 
This forest of the Breage was the fugitive's auxiliary. 
He did not flee — he vanished. It was this facility for 
disappearance which made our armies hesitate before 
this ever-retreating Vendee, so formidable as it fled. 

The Marquis remained motionless. He was a man 
who forced himself to feel nothing, but he could not 
restrain his emotion on breathing this free air after 
having been so long stifled in blood and carnage. To 
feel himself completely at liberty after having seemed so 
utterly lost; after having seen the' grave so close, to be 
swept so suddenly beyond its reach; to come out of 
death back into life — ^it was a shock even to a man like 
Lantenac. Familiar as he was with danger — ^in spite of 
all the vicissitudes he had passed through — ^he could not 
at first steady his soul under this. 

He acknowledged to himself that he was content. But 
he quickly subdued this emotion, which was more like 
joy than any feeling he had known for years. He drew 
out his watch and struck the hour. What time was it ? 

To his great astonishment he found that it was but 
ten o'clock. When one_ has just passed through some 
terrible convulsion of existence in which every hope and 
life itself were at stake, one is always astounded to find 
that those awful minutes were no longer l^an ordinary 
ones. The warning catmon had been fired a little before 
sunset, and La Tourgue attacked by the storming party 
half an hour later — ^between seven and eight o’clock — 
just as night was falling. This colossal combat, begun 
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at eight o’cloch, had ended at ten. This whole epopee 
had only taken a hundred and twenty minutes to 
enact. Sometimes catastrophes sweep on with the 
rapidity of lightning. The climax is overwhelming from 
its suddenness. 

On reflection, the astonishing thing was that the 
struggle could have lasted so long. A resistance for two 
hours of so small a number against so large a force was 
extraordinary, and certainly it had not been short or 
quickly finished, this battle of nineteen against four 
! thousand. 

But it was time he should be gone. Halmalo must be 
far away, and the 3\Iarquis judged that it would not be 
necessar}^ to wait there longer. He put liis watch back 
into his vest, but not into the same pocket, for he dis- 
covered that the ke}^ of tlie iron door given him by 
Imanus was there, and the cr 3 ^stal might be broken 
against the key. Then he moved towards the forest in 
his turn. As he turned to the left, it seemed to him 
that a faint gleam of light penetrated the darkness 
where he stood. 

He walked back, and across the underbrush, suddenly 
cut clearly against a red background and become visible 
in their tiniest outlines, he perceived a great light in the 
ravine. Only a few paces separated him from it. He 
hurried fonvard, then stopped, remembering what folly 
it was to expose himself in the light. Whatever might 
have happened, after all it did not concern Mm. , Again 
he set out in the direction Halmalo had indicated, and 
walked a little way towards the forest. 

Suddenly, deep as he was Mdden among the brambles, 
he heard a terrible cry echo over Ms head : this cry 
seemed to proceed from the^verj' edge of the plateau 
wMch stretched above the ra\dne. The Marquis raised 
Ms eyes and stood still. 
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IN D/EMONE DEUS 
CHAPTER I 

FOUND, BUT LOST 

At the moment when Michelle Flechard had caught 
sight of the tower she was more than a league off. 
She, who could scarcely take a step, did not hesitate 
before these miles which must be traversed. The 
woman was weak, but the mother found strength. She 
walked on. 

The sun set; the twilight came, then the night. Still 
pressing on, she heard a bell afar off, hidden by the 
darkness, strike eight o'clock, then nine. The .peal 
probably came from the belfry of Parigue. From time 
to time she paused to listen to strange sounds like the 
deadened echo of blows, wliich perhaps might be the 
wind in the distance. 

She walked straight on, breaking the furze and the 
sharp heath stems beneath her bleeding feet. She was 
guided by a faint light which shone from the distant 
tmver, defining its outlines against the night, ^nd 
giving a mysterious glow to the tower amid the sur- 
rounding gloom. This light became more distinct 
when the noise sounded louder, then faded suddenly. 

The vast plateau across which Michelle FMchard 
journeyed was covered with grass and heath; not a 
house, not a tree appeared. It rose gradually, and, as 
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far as the eye could reach, stretched in a straight hard 
line against the sombre horizon M^here a few stars 
gleamed. She had always the tower before her eyes — 
^ the sight kept her strength from failing. 

She saw the massive pile grow slowly as she walked 
on. 

We have just said the smothered reports and the 
. pale gleams of light starting from the tower were 
intermittent; they stopped, then began anew, offering 
an enigma full of agonj^ to the wretched mother, 
f Suddenty they ceased; noise and gleams of light both 
died; there was a moment of complete silence, an 
ominous tranquillity. 

It was just at this moment thgf; Michelle Flechard 
reached the edge of the plateau. 

She saw at her feet a ra^dne whose bottom was lost 
in the wan indistinctness of the night; at a little dis- 
tance, on the top of the plateau, an entanglement of 
wheels, metal, and harness, which was a battery; and 
before her, confusedly lighted by the matches of the 
cannon, an enormous edifice that seemed built of 
shadows blacker than the shadows which surrounded 
it. This mass of buildings was composed of a bridge 
whose arches were embedded in the ra\dne, and of a 
sort of castle which rose upon the bridge; both bridge 
and castle were supported against a lofty circular 
shadow — the tower towards which tliis mother had 
journeyed from so far. 

You could see lights come and go in the loopholes of 
the tower, and from the noise which surged up, she 
divined that it was filled \vith a crowd of men — ^indeed 
now and then their gigantic shadows were flung out on 
the night. 

Near the battery was a camp“whose outposts Michelle 
Flechard might have perceived through the gloom and 
the underbrush, but she had as yet noticed nothing. 

She went close to the edge of the plateau, so near the 
bridge that it seemed to her she could almost touch 
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it with her hand. The depth of the ravine alone kept 
her from reaching it. She could make out in the gloom 
the three stories of the bridge castle. How long she 
stood there she could not have told, for her mind, 
absorbed in her mute contemplation of this gaping 
ra^dne and this shadow 3 ^ edifice, took no note of time. 
What was this building ? Y^hat was going on vdthin ? 
Was it La Tourgue ? A strange dizziness seized her; 
in her confusion she could not tell if this were the goal 
she had been seeldng on the starting-point of a terrible 
]*oume 3 ^ She asked herself why she was there. She 
looked; she listened. 

Suddenly a great blackness shut out every object. 
A cloud of smoke swept up between her and the pile 
she was watching; a sharp report forced her to close 
her eyes. Scarcely had she done so when a great light 
reddened the lids. She looked again. 

It was no longer the night she had before her; it was 
the day, but a fearful day — the day bom of fire. She 
was watching the beginning of a conflagration. 

From black the smoke had become scarlet, filled mth 
a mighty flame which appeared and disappeared, 
writhing and t^visting in serpentine coils. The flame 
burst out like a tongue from that which resembled 
blazing jaws — it was the embrasure of a window filled 
with fire. This window, crossed by iron bars, already 
reddening in the heat, was a casement in the lower 
story of the bridge-castle. Nothing of the edifice was 
visible except this window. The smoke covered even 
the plateau, leaving only the mouth of the ravine 
black against the vermilion flames. Michelle Flechard 
stared in dumb wonder. It was like a dream — she 
could no longer tell where reality ended and the con- 
fused fancies of her poor troubled brain began. Ought 
she to fl}^ ? Should she remain ? There was nothing 
real enough for an^^ definite decision to steady her mind. 

A wind swept up and tore away the curtain of smoke; 
in the opening the frowming bastille rose suddenly in 
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vie\y — donjon, bridge, chatelet — dazzling in the 
terrible gilding of conflagration which framed it from 
top to bottom. The appalling illumination showed 
, Jlichelle Flechard every detail of the ancient keep. 

The lowest story of the bridge-castle was burning. 
Above rose the other two stories, still untouched, but 
as it were supported on a pedestal of flames. 

From the edge of the plateau where Michelle Fle- 
chard stood she could catch broken ghmpses of the 
interior between the clouds of smoke and fire. The 
,1 windows were all open. 

Through the great casements of the second story 
Jlichelle Flechard could make out the cupboards 
stretched along the walls, which looked to her full of 
books, and by one of the windows could see a httle 
group lying on the floor, in the shadow, indistinct and 
massed together hke birds in a nest, which at times 
she fancied she saw move. She looked fixedly in this 
direction. 

What was that little group lying there in the shadow ? 

Sometimes it flashed across her mind that those were 
Ihflng forms; but she had fever, she’had eaten nothing 
since morning, she had walked without intermission, * 
she was utterly exhausted, she felt herself giving way 
to a sort of hallucination which she had still reason 
enough to struggle against. StiU her eyes fixed them- 
I selves ever more steadily upon that one point; she 
could not look away from that little heap upon the 
floor— a mass of inanimate objects doubtless that had 
been left in that room below which the flames roared 
and billowed. 

Suddenly the fire, as if animated by a will and 
purpose, flung downward a 'jet of flame toward the 
great dead ivy which covered the fagade at which 
Michelle FMchard was gazing. 

It seemed as if the fire had just discovered this out- 
work of dried branches; a spark darted greedily upon 
it, and a line of flame spread upward from twig to 
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twig with frightful rapidity. In the t\^dnking of an 
e3^e it reached the second sto^^^ As the}^ rose, the 
flames illuminated the chamber of the first floor, 
and the awful glare threw out in bold relief the three 
little creatures lying asleep upon the floor. A lovety, 
statuesque group of legs and anns interlaced, closed 
63*65, and angelic, smiling faces. 

The mother recognised her children. 

She uttered a terrible cry. That cr3^ of indescrib- 
able agony is only given to mothers. No sound is at 
once so savage and so touching. When a woman 
utters it, 3’^ou seem to hear the 3’'ell of a she-wolf; when 
the she-wolf cries thus, you seem to hear the voice of 
a woman. 

This cr3^ of IMichelle Flechard was a howl. Hecuba 
howled, says Homer. 

It was this cry which reached the I\Iarquis de Lan- 
tenac. When he heard it, he stood still. The Marquis 
was between the outlet of the passage through which 
he had been guided by Halmalo and the ra\dne. Across 
the brambles which enclosed him he saw the bridge 
in flames, and La Tourgue red with the reflection. 
Looking upward through the openingwhich the branches 
left above his head, he perceived close to the edge of 
the plateau on the opposite side of the gulf, in front 
of the burning castle, in the full light of the conflagra- 
tion, tlae haggard, anguish-stricken face of a woman 
bending over the depth. 

It was this woman who had uttered that cry. 

The face was no longer that of ^lichelle Flechard; it 
was that of I^Iedusa. She was appalling in her agon3’. 
The peasant woman was transformed into one of the 
Eumenides. This unlcnown villager, vulgar, ignorant, 
unreasoning, had risen suddenl3^ to the epic grandeur 
of despair. Great sufferings swell the soul to gigantic 
proportions. This was no longer a simple mother — 
the voice of all motherhood cried out through hers; 
whatever sums up and becomes a type of humanity 
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grows superhuman. There she towered on the edge 
of the ravine, in front of the conflagration, in presence 
of that crime, like a power from beyond the grave; 
she moaned like a wild beast, but her attitude was 
that of a goddess; the mouth, which uttered impreca- 
tions, was set in a flaming mask. Nothing could have 
been more despotic than her eyes shooting lightning 
through her tears. 

The Marquis listened. Her voice flung its echoes 
down upon his head, inarticulate, heartrending — sobs 
rather than words. 

‘Ah ni 3 ^ God, my children ! Those are my children I 
Help ! Fire I fire ! fire I O you brigands ! Is there 
no one here ? My children are burning I Georgette ! 
My babies ! Gros- Alain — Rene- Jean ! What does it 
mean ? Who put my children there ? They are 
asleep. Oh, I am mad 1 It cannot be 1 Help, help 1 ' 

Still great bustle and movement were apparent 
in La Tourgue and upon the plateau. The whole 
camp rushed out to the fire which had just burst forth. 
The besiegers, after meeting the gr^pe-shot, had now 
to deal with the conflagration. Gauvain, Cimourdain, 
and Guechamp were giving orders. What was to be 
done ? Only a few buckets of water could be drained 
from the half-dried brook of the ravine. The con- 
sternation increased. The whole edge of the plateau 
was covered with men whose troubled faces watched 
the progress of the flames. 

What they saw was terrible. They gazed, and could 
do nothing.! 

The flames had spread along the ivy and reached the 
topmost story, leaping greedilj’^ upon the straw with 
which it was fiUed. The entire granary was burning 
now. The flames wreathed and danced as if in fiend- 
ish joy. A cruel breeze fanned the flames. One could 
fancy the evil spirit of Imanus urging on the fire, and 
rejoicing in the destruction which had been his last 
earthly crime. 
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The librar}% though between the two burning stories, 
was not yet on fire; the height of its ceiling and the 
thickness of the walls retarded the fatal moment — 
but it was fast approaching; the fiames from below 
licked the stones — the flames from above whirled down 
to caress them with the av^ul embrace of death : 
beneath a cave of lava; above, an arch of embers. 
If the floor fell first, the children would be flung into 
the lava stream; if the ceiling gave way, they would be 
buried beneath a brazier of burning coals. 

The little ones slept still; across the sheets of flame 
and smoke which now hid, now exposed the casements, 
the}^ were visible in that fiery grotto, vithin that 
meteoric glare, peaceful, lovel}^ motionless, like three 
confident cherubs slumbering in a hell; a tiger might 
have wept to see those angels in that furnace, those 
cradles in that tomb. 

And the mother was shrieking still, 'Fire! I 5a5^ 
fire ! Are they all deaf that nobody comes ? They 
are burning my children ! Come — come — ^you men 
that I see 5 ^onder, Oh, the days and days that I 
have sought them — and this is where I find them ! 
Fire 1 Help ! Three angels — to think of three angels 
burning there ! What had the 3 ^ done, the innocents ? 
They shot me; they are burning m^^ little ones. Who 
is it does these things ? Help I Save my children ! 
Do 3 mu not hear me ? A dog— one woul^ have pity 
on a dog ! j\Iy children, my children ! The 3 ^ are 
asleep. O Georgette — see her face ! Rene-Jean 1 
Gros- Alain I Those are their names. You may know 
I am their mother. Oh, it is horrible 1 I have 
travelled days and nights ! Why, this very morning 
I talked of them with a woman. Help, help I Where 
are those monsters ? Horror, horror ! The eldest, 
no I five 5 ' ears old ; the 3mungest, not two. I can see their 
little bare legs. The 3 ^ are asleep. Holy Virgin 1 Heaven 
gave them to me, and devOs snatch them a^vay. To 
thmk how far I have journeyed, Jly children, that I 
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nourished with my milk — who thought m3?self 
fetched because I could not find them ! Have pity 
on me. I want my cluldren — must have my children ! 
And there they are in the fire. See how m}^ poor feet 
bleed 1 Help ! It is not possible, if there are men on 
the earth, that my little ones will be left to die like 
this. Help! Murder! Ohr-such a thing was never 
seen ! 0 assassins ! What is that dreadful house 
there? They stole my children from me in order to 
^ kill them. God of mercy, give me my cliildren ! They 
shall not die ! Help — help— help 1 Oh, I shall curse 
f Heaven itself if they die like that ! * 

While the mother’s avdul supplications rang out, 

I other voices rose upon the plateau and in the ra\dne. 

I ‘A ladder!’ 

' 'There is no ladder ! ' 

‘ Water 1 ' 

'There is no water I ’ 

'Up yonder — in the tower — on the second story — 
there is a door, ' 

' It is iron. ' 

'Break it in I' 

' Impossible ! ’ 

, And the mother redoubled her agonised appeals : 

'Fire 1 Help ! Hurry, I say— if you will not kill me 1 
I My children, my children 1 0 the horrible fire ! Take 
them out of it — or throw me in. ' 

In the interval between these clamours the trium- 
phant crackling of the flames could be heard. 

The Marquis put his hand in liis pocket, and touched 
the key of the iron door. Then, stooping again beneath 
^ the vault through which he- had escaped, he turned 
. back into the p^sage from whence he had just emerged. 
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CHAPTER II 

FROM THE DOOR OF STONE TO THE DOOR OF IRON 

A \raOLE arni}^ distracted by the impossibility of giving 
aid; four thousand men unable to succour three chil- 
dren; such was the situation. 

Not even a ladder to be had; that sent from Javene 
had not arrived. The flaming space \videned like a 
crater that opens. To attempt the staying of the fire 
by means of the half-dried brook would have been 
mad folly — ^like flinging a glass of water on a volcano. 

Cimourdain, Guechamp, and Radoub had descended 
into the ravine; Gauvain remounted to the room in 
the second stor}^ of the tower, where were the stone 
that turned, the secret passage, and the iron door 
leading into the library. It was there that the sulphur- 
match had been lighted b}^ Imanus; from these the 
conflagration had started. 

Gauvain took vath him twenty sappers. There v/as 
no possible resource except to break open the iron door 
— its fastenings were terribl}^ secure. 

They began by blows with axes. The axes broke. 
A sapper said: 'Steel snaps like glass against that 
iron. ' 

The door was made of double sheets of wrought iron, 
bolted together — each sheet tliree fingers in thickness. 

They took iron bars and tried to shake the door 
beneath their blows; the bars broke ‘like matches!’ 
said one of the sappers. ^ 

Gauvain murmured gloomily, ‘Nothing but a ball 
could open that door. If we could only get a cannon 
up here.’ 

‘ But how to do it I * answered the sapper. 

There was an overwhelming moment. Those power- 
less arms ceased their efforts, ^fute, contjuered. 



NINETY-THREE 


363 

dismayed, these men stood staring at the immovable 
door. A red reflection crept from beneath it. Behind, 
the conflagration was each instant increasing. 

The frightful- corpse of Imanus lay on the floor — a 
demoniac victor. Only a few moments more and the 
whole bridge-castle might fall in. What could be 
done ? There was not a hope left. 

Gauvain, with his eyes fixed on the turning-stone 
and the secret passage, cried furiously, ‘It was by 
that the Marquis de Lantenac escaped, ' 

'And returns,* said a voice. 

The face of a white-haired man appeared in the stone 
frame of the secret opening. It ‘Was the J\Iai'quis ! 

Many years had passed since Gauvain had seen that 
face so near. He recoiled. The rest stood petrified 
with astonishment. 

The Marquis held a large key in his hand; he cast a 
liaughty glance upon the sappers standing before him, 
walked straight to the iron door, bent beneath the 
arch, and put the ke}’' in the lock. ^.^The iron creaked; 
the door opened, revealing a gulf of flame; the Marquis 
entered it. He entered with a firm step, his head 
erect. The lookers-on followed him with their eyes. 

The I\Iarquis had scarcely moved half a dozen paces 
down the blazing hall when the floor, undermined by 
the fire, gave way beneath his feet, and opened a 
•precipice between him and the door. He did not 
even turn his head — he walked steadily on. He dis- 
appeared in the smoke. Nothing more could be seen. 

Had he been able to advance farther ? Had a new 
slough of fire opened beneath his feet ? Had he only 
succeeded in destroying himself ? They could not 
tell. They had before them only a wall of smoke and 
flame. The Marquis was beyond that, living or dead. 
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CHAPTER III 

THE CHILDREN WAKE 

The little ones at last opened their eyes. 

The conflagration had not yet entered the library, 
but it cast a rosy glow across the ceiling. The children 
had never seen an aurora like that; they watched it. 
Georgette was in ecstasies. The conflagration un- 
furled all its splendours; the black hydra and the 
scarlet dragon appeared amid the -wreatliing smoke 
in a^vful darkness and gorgeous vermilion. Long 
streaks of flame shot far out and illuminated the 
shadows, like opposing comets pimsuing one another. 
Fire is recklessly prodigal ^vith its treasures; its fur- 
naces are filled mth gems which it flings to the winds; 
it is not without reason that charcoal is identical with 
the diamond. 

Fissures had opened in the wall of the upper story 
through which the embers poured like cascades of 
jewels; the heaps of straw and rats burning in the 
granary began to stream out of the windows in an 
avalanche of golden rain, the rats turning to amethysts, 
and the straw to carbuncles. 

‘ Pretty!' said Georgette. 

They all three raised themselves. 

'Ah I' cried the mother. 'They have woke!' 

Rene- Jean got up, then Gros-AIain, and Georgette 
follov/ed. 

Rend- Jean stretched his arms towards the window, 
and said, 'I am warm.' 

'Me warm,' cooed Georgette. 

The mother shrieked, ' My children I Rene ! Alain ! 
Georgette ! ' 

The little ones looked about. They strove to com- 
prehend. When men are frightened, children are only 
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curious. He who is easily astonished is difhcult to 
alarm; ignorance is intrepidity. Children have so 
little claim to purgatory that, if the^^saw it, they would 
look at it in pleased wonder I 

The mother repeated, 'Ren^l Alain! Georgette T 

Ren6-Jean turned his head; that voice roused him 
from his reverie. Children have short memories, but 
their recollections are swift; the whole past is yester- 
day to them. Renc-Jean saw his mother, found that 
perfectly natural, and feeling a vague want of support 
in the midst of those strange surroundings, he called, 
' iAfamma ! ' 

'Mamma!' said Gros*Alain. 

'M'mal' said Georgette. 

And she held out her little arms. 

* j\Iy children ! ' shrieked the mother. 

All three went close to the window-ledge; fortunately 
the fire was not on that side. 

'I am too warm,' said Rene- Jean. He added, 'It 
hums.' Then his eyes sought the- mother. 'Come 
here, mamma 1' he cried. 

'Turn, m'ma,' repeated Georgette. 

The mother, vith her hair streaming about her 
face, her garments tom, her feet and hands bleeding, 
let herself roll from bush to bush dC\m into the ravine, 
Cimourdain and Guechamp were there, as powerless 
as Gauvain was above. The soldiers, desperate at 
being able to do nothing, swamied about. The hpt 
was insupportable, but nobody felt it. They looked 
at the bridge — the height of the arches — the different 
stories of the castle — the inaccessible ^vindows. Help 
to be of any avail must come at once. Three stories 
to climb— no way of doing it. 

‘ .Radoub, wounded, with a sabre-cut on his shoulder 
and one ear torn off, rushed forward dripping with 
sweat and blood. He saw IMichelle Elechard. 

'Hallo!' cried he. 'The woman that was ‘shot 1 
So you have come to life again ? ' 
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' Aty children 1 * groaned the mother. 

* You are right, ' answered Radoub; ' we have no time 
to bus3' ourselves about ghosts.' 

He attempted to climb the bridge, but in vain; he 
dug his nails in between the stones and clung there for 
a few seconds, but the la5^ers were as smoothty joined 
as if the wall had been new — Radoub fell back. The 
conflagration swept on, each instant growing more 
terrible. The}^ could see the heads of the three children 
framed in the red light of the window. In his frenz\' 
Radoub shook his clenched hand at the sk}’, and shouted, 
‘ Is there no mere}’' yonder I ' 

The mother, on her knees, clung to one of the piers, 
dying, ‘ J\Ie^c3^ mere}'" ! ' 

The hollow sound of cracking timbers rose above the 
roar of the flames. The panes of glass in the bookcases 
of the library cracked and fell with a crash. It w^as 
e^ident that the timber- work had given way. Human 
strength could do nothing. Another moment and the 
w’hole wwld fall. The soldiers only w’aited for the 
final catastrophe. They could hear the little voices 
repeat, ‘ I\Iamma ! mamma ! ' 

The whole crow’d was paral5^sed with horror, Sud- 
denty, at the casement near that wiiere the cliildren 
stood, a tall form appeared against the crimson back- 
ground of the flames. 

Every head w^as raised — ever3^ eye fixed. A man w^as 
above there — a man in the librar3' — ^in the furnace. 
The face showed black against the flames, but the3^ 
could see the white hair : the3’‘ recognised the Marquis 
de Lantenac. He disappeared, then appeared again. 

The indomitable old man stood in the window shov- 
ing out an enormous ladder. It was the escape-ladder 
deposited in the librar3'; he had seen it lying upon the 
floor, and dragged it to the window. He held it b3^ 
one end; with the mar\’’ellous agility of an athlete 
he slipped it out of the casement and slid it along the 
wall down into the ra\ine. 
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Radoub folded his arms about the ladder as it 
descended ^^^thin his reach, cr^dng, 'Long live the 
Republic I ’ 

The Marquis shouted, ‘Long live the KingT 

Radoub muttered, ‘You may cry what 3^ou like, 
and talk nonsense if you please; but you are an angel 
of merc}^ all the same. ’ 

The ladder was safely grounded, and a communica- 
tion established between the burning floor and the 
ground. Twenty men rushed up, Radoub at their 
head, and in the twinlding of an cyo they were hanging 
to the rungs from the lop to bottom, making a human 
ladder. Radoub, on the topmost rung, touched the 
window. He had his face turned toward the confla- 
gration. The little army scattered among the heath 
and along the sides of the ravine pressed forward, 
overcome by contending emotions, upon the plateau, 
into the ravine, out on the platform of the tower. 

The Marquis disappeared again, then reappeared 
bearing a child in his arms. Ther6-was a tremendous 
clapping of hands. 

The Marquis had seized the first little one that he 
found within reach. It was Gros- Alain. 

Gros-Alain cried, ‘I am afraid.' 

The Marquis gave the boy to Radoub; Radoub 
passed him on to the soldier behind, who passed him 
to another; and just as Gros-Alain, greatly frightened 
and sobbing loudl}^ was given from hand to hand 
to the bottom of the ladder, the Marquis, who had 
been absent for a moment, returned to the window 
with Ren6-Jean, who struggled and v’ept and beat 
Radoub with his little fists as the jMarquis passed him 
on to the sergeant. 

The Marquis went back into the chamber that was 
now filled with flames. Georgette was there alone. 
He' went up to her. She smiled. This man of granite 
felt his eyelids grow moist. He asked, ‘What is j^our 
name ? * 
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'Orgette/ she said. 

He took her in his arms, she was still smiling; and 
at the instant he handed her to Radoub, that con- 
science so lofty and yet so darkened was dazzled by the 
beauty of innocence : the old man kissed the child. 

' It is the httle girl ! * said the soldiers; and Georgette 
in her turn descended from arm to arm till she reached 
the groimd, amid cries of exultation. They clapped 
their hands; they leaped; the old grenadiers sobbed, 
and she smiled at them. 

The mother stood at the foot of the ladder breath- 
less, mad, intoxicated by this change — flung, without a 
pause, from hell into paradise. Excess of joy lacerates 
the heart in its own wa}^ She extended her arms; 
she received first Gros- Alain, then Rene- Jean, then 
Georgette. She covered them with frantic kisses, 
then burst into a wild laugh, and fainted, 

A great cry rose : * They are aU. saved ! ^ 

All were indeed saved, except the old man. 

But no one thought of him — not even he himself, 
perhaps. Heremained for a fewinstants leaning against 
the \vindow ledge lost in a reverie, as if he vished to 
leave the gulf of flames time to make a decision. Then, 
without the least haste, slowly indeed and proudl}’, 
he stepped over the vindow-siU, and erect, upright, 
his shoulders against the rungs, having the conflagration 
at his back, the depth before him, he began to descend 
the ladder in silence with the majesty of a phantom. 
The men who were on the ladder sprang ofi; ever^^ 
vitness shuddered; around this man thus descending 
from that height there was a sacred horror as about 
a fusion. But he plunged calmly into the darkness be- 
fore him; they recoiled, he drew nearer them; the marble 
palior of his face showed no emotion; his haughty 
eyes were calm and cold; at each step he made toward 
those men whose wondering eyes gazed upon him out 
of the darkness, he seemed to tower higher, the ladder 
shook and echoed under his Arm tread — one might 
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have -thought him the statue of the Commandatore 
descending anew into his sepulchre. 

As the Marquis reached the ground, and his foot left 
the last mng and planted itself on the earth, a hand 
seized his'shoulder. _ He turned about. 

‘I arrest you,’ said Cimourdain. 

‘I approve of what you do,’ said Lantenac, 



BOOK THE FIFTH 

THE COMBAT AFTER THE VICTORY 


CHAPTER I 

LANTENAC TAKEN 

The Marquis had indeed descended into the tomb. He 
^vas led awa}". 

The cr5q)t dungeon of the ground floor of La Tourgue 
was at once opened under Cimourdain's lynx-e3''ed 
superintendence. A lamp was placed \\’ithin, a jug 
of water and a loaf of regulation bread; a bundle of 
straw was flung on the ground, and in less than a 
quarter of an hour from the instant when the priest’s 
hand seized Lantenac. the door of the dungeon closed 
upon him. 

This done, Cimourdain went to find Gauvain; at 
that instant eleven o’clock sounded from the distant 
church-clock of Parigue, Cimourdain said to his 
former pupil, ‘I am going to convoke a court-martial; 
you vill not be there. You are a Gauvain, and Lan- 
tenac is a Gauvain. You are too near a Idnsman to^ 
be his judge; I blame Egalite for ha\Tng voted upon 
Capet’s sentence. The court-martial vill be composed 
of three judges : an officer, Captain Guecharrtp; a non- 
commissioned officer. Sergeant Radoub, and myself. 
I sEail preside. But none of this concerns 3mu any 
longer. We will conform to the decree of the Con- 
vention ; we vill confine ourselves to proving the identity 
of the ci-devant i\Iarquis de Lantenac. To-morrow 
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the court-martial — the da}'' after to-morrow the guillo- 
tine. Vendee is dead.' 

Gauvain did not answer a word, and Cimourdain, 
preoccupied by the closing task which remained for 
him to fulfil, left the 5mung man alone. Cimourdain 
had to decide upon the hour and choose the place. 
He had, like Lequinio at Granulle, like Tallien at 
Bordeaux, like Chalier at Lyons, like Saint- Just at 
Strasburg, the habit of assisting personally at execu- 
tions; it was considered a good example for the judge 
•to come and see the headsman do his work — a custom 
borrowed by the Terror of '93 irom the parliaments 
of France and the Inquisition of Spain. 

Gauvain also was preoccupied. 

A cold vind moaned up from the forest; Gauvain 
left Guechamp to give the necessary orders, went to 
his tent in the meadow which stretched along the edge 
of the wood at the foot of La Tourg^e, took his hooded 
cloak, ^ and enveloped himself therein. This cloak was 
bordered with the simple galoon which, according to 
the Republican custom, chary of ornament, designated 
the commander-in-cliief. He began to walk about in 
this bloody field where the attack had commenced. 
He was alone there. The fire still continued, but no 
one any longer paid attention to it. Radoub was 
beside the children and their mother, almost as maternal 
as she. The bridge-castle was nearly consumed — 
the sappers hastened the destruction. The soldiers 
were digging trenches in order to bury the dead; 
the wounded were being cared for; the retirade had 
heen demolished; the chambers arid stairs disencum- 
bered of the* dead; the soldiers were cleansing the scene 
of carnage, sweeping away the terrible rubbish of the vic- 
tory, with true military rapidity setting everything in 
order after the battle. Gauvain saw nothing of all this. 

So profound was Ms reverie that he scarcely cast a 
glance toward the guard about the tower, doubled hy 
the orders of Cimourdain. 
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He could make out the breach through the darkness, 
perhaps two himdred feet a^^’a 3 ^ from the comer of the 
held where he had taken refuge. He could see the 
black opening. It was there the attack had commenced 
three hours before; it v/?.5 b}’ this dark gap that he — 
Gauvain — had penetrated into the tower; there was 
the ground floor where the retirade had stood; it was on 
that same floor that the door of the l\rarquis’s prison 
opened. The guard at the breach watched this dungeon. 

\Miile his e^’cs were absenth?^ fixed upon the heath, 
in his ear rang confusedly, like the echo of a kndl 
these words: * To-morrow" the court-martial; the day 
after to-morrow the guillotine. ' 

The conflagration, which had been isolated, and upon 
wliich the sappers had thvovm all the water that could 
be procured, did not die away without resistance; it 
still cast out intermittent flames. At moments the 
cracking of the ceilings could be heard, and the crash 
one upon another of the different stories as they fell 
in a common min; then a whirhnnd of sparks would 
fl}^ through the air;'a3 if a gjigantic torch had been 
shaken; a glare like lightning illuminated the farthest 
verge of the horizon, and the shadow of La Tourgue, 
growing suddenly colossal, spread out to the edge of 
the forest. Gauvain walked slowly back and forth 
amid the gloom in front of the breach. At inter^^als 
he clasped his two hands at the back of his head, 
covered vdth his soldier’s hood. He was thinking. 


CHAPTER II 

^AIjWAIN’S self-questioking' 

His reverie was fathomless. A seemingly impossible 
change had taken place. 

The Marquis de Lantenac had been transformed. 
Gauvain had been a vitness of this transformation. 
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. could never have believed that such a state of 
affairs would arrive from any complication of events 
"whatever they might be. Never could he have imag- 
ined, even in a &eam, that anything similar would 
be possible. 

The unexpected — that inl^xplicable power which 
plays whdi man at will — had seized Gauvain and held 
I him fast. He had before him the impossible trans- 
i formed into a realit5^ visible, palpable, inevitable, 
^ inexorable. What did he tliink of it — ^he, Gauvain? 

There was no chance of evasion; the decision must be 
'made. A question was put to 'him; he could not 
avoid it. Put hy whom ? By events. 

And not alone by events. For when events, which 
are mutable, address a question to our souls, Justice, 
which is unchangeable, summons us to reply. 

Above the cloud which casts its shado\v upon us 
is the star that sends its hght towards us. We can^ 
no more escape from the light thanjrom the shadow. 

Gam^n was undergoing an interrogator- He iad ' 
been arraigned before a judge, before a terrible judge-^ 
his conscience. * ^ 

Gauvain felt every pow'er of his soul vacillate. His 
most solid resolutions, his most^ piousl3^-uttered 
' promises, his most irrevocable decisions, all tottered 
' in tMs terrible overthrow and burial of his will. These 
are morad eartliquakes. The more he reflected upon 
that whicli he had lately seen, tlie more confused he 
became. 

Gauvain, Republican, believed himself, * and w^as 
' just, A .higher justice had revealed itself. ‘■Beyond 
i the justice of revolutions is that of humanity. 

What had happened could not be eluded; the case 
was grave; Gauvain made part of it; he could not 
withdraw himself; and, although, Cimpurdain had said, 

' It concerns you no further, * he felt \nthin his soul that 
pang W'hich a tree may feel w^hen tom up b}^ its roots. 

Eveiy man has a basis; and the shaking of this base 
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causes a profound trouble : it was what Gauvain now 
felt. He pressed liis head between liis two hands 
searching for the truth. To state clearly a situatioi 
like his is not eas}’-; nothing could be more painful 
he had before him the formidable figures which he mus' 
sum up into a total — to judge a human destim 
by mathematical rules. His head whirled. He tried", 
he endeavoured to consider the matter; he forced 
liimself to collect his ideas, to discipline -the resistance 
which he felt within himself, and to recapitulate thf 
facts. He t>et them all before his mind. 

To whom has it not happened to make such a report, 
and to interrogate himself in some supreme circum- 
stances upon the route which must be followed, 
whether to advance or retreat ? 

Gam^ain had just been witness of a miracle. Before 
tlic earthl}? combat had fairly ended, there came a 
celestial struggle — the conflict of good against evil. 
A heart of adamant had been conquered. 

Given the man, uith all the e\dl that he had within 
hini — violence, error, blindness, unwholesome obsti- 
nacy, pride, egotism — Gauvain liad just witnessed a 
miracle — the victor^’’ of humanity over the man. Hu- 
manity had conquered the inhuman. And b}’' what 
means ? In what manner ? How had it been able 
to overthrow that colossus of rage and hatred ? What 
arms had it employed? What implement of war? 
The . cradle ! 

Gauvain had been dazzled. In the midst of social 
war, in'the very acme of all hatreds and all vengeances, 
at the darkest and most furious moment of the tumult, 
at the hour when crime gave all its fires and hate all 
its blackness, at that instant of conflict when every 
sentiment becomes a projectile, when the vielee is so 
fierce that one no longer knows what is justice, honesty, 
or truth, suddenly the Unknown — ^mysterious wamer 
of souls — darted the grand rays of eternal truth 
resplendent across human light and darloiess. 
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Above that dark duel between the false and the 

• relatively true, there, in the deptlis, the face of truth 
itself suddenly appeared. At a moment the face of 
the feeble had interposed. 

He had seen three poor creatures, almost newborn, 
unreasoning, abandoned, orphaned, unaided, lisping, 
smiling, having against them ci^dl war, retaliation, 

I the horrible logic of reprisals, murder, carnage, 

• fratricide, rage, hatred, all the Gorgons— triumph 
" against those powers. He had seen the defeat and 
> extinction of a horrible conflagration kindled to 

commit a crime: he had seen atrocious plots discon- 
! ccrted and brought to naught; he had seen ancient 
feudal ferocity, inexorable disdain, the professed 
experiences of the necessities of war, the reasons of 
State, all the arrogant resolves of a savage old age, 
vanish before the clear gaze of those who had not yet 
lived; and this was natural, for he who has not yet 
lived has done no evil; he is justice, truth, purity; 
and the highest angels of heaven hover about those 
souls of little children. 

A useful spectacle, a counsel, a lesson. The mad- 
dened, merciless combatants, in face of all the projects, 

I all the outrages of war, fanaticism, assassination, 
revenge kindling the fagots, death coming torch im’ 
hand, had suddenly seen all-powerful Innocence raise 
itself above this enormous legion of crimes. And 
^ Innocence had conquered. 

One could say, No, civil war does not exist; bar - 1 
^ barism does not exist; hatred does not exist; 'crime/ 
does not exist; darkness does not exist. To scatter these 
spectres it only needed that divine aurora— Innocence, 

Never in any conflict had Satan and Go^ been more 
plainly visible. This conflict had a human conscience 
for its arena. The conscience of Lantenac. 

Now the battle began again, more desperate, more 
decisive, still perhaps, in another conscience — the 
conscience of Gauvain. 
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What a battle ground is the soxil of man ! We an 
given up to those gods, those monsters, those giants— 
our thoughts. Often these terrible belligerents tramph 
our very souls down in their mad conflict. 

Gauvain meditated. 

The Marquis de Lantenac, surrounded, doomed 
condemned, outlawed, shut in like the wild beast o 
the circus, held like a nail in the pincers, enclosed ii 
his refuge now made his prison, bound on every sidf 
by a wall of iron and fire, had succeeded in stealing 
away. He had performed a miracle in escaping. H< 
had accomplished that masterpiece — the most difficuli 
of all in such a war— flight. He had again taker 
possession of the forest to entrench himself therein— 
of the district to fight there — of the shadow to dis 
appear uithin it. He had once more become th« 
formidable, the dangerous wanderer — the captain o: 
the invincibles— the chief of the underground forces— 
the master of the woods. Gauvain had the victory 
but Lantenac had his liberty. Henceforth Lantenac 
had safety before him, limitless freedom, an inex- 
haustible choice of asylums. He was not to be seen 
unapproachable, inaccessible. The lion had been taker 
in the snare and had broken through. WeU, he had 
re-entered it. ^ 

The Marquis de Lantenac had voluntarily, sponta- 
neously, by his own free act, left the forest, the shadow, 
security, liberty, to return to that horrible peril; 
-intrepid when Gauvain saw him the first time plunge 
dnto the conflagration at the risk of being engulfed 
■' therein';.- intrepid a second time, when he descended 
that ladder which delivered him to his enemies— a 
ladder of escape to others, of perdition to himself. 

And why had he thus acted ? To save three chil- 
dren. And now what was it they were about to do 
to this man ? Guillotine him. 

Had these three children been his own ? No. Of 
nis family? No. Of his rank ? No. For three little 
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beggars — chance children, foundlings, unknown, ragged, 

. barefooted — this noble, this prince, this old man, free, 
safe, triumphant — for escape is a triumph — had risked 
all,' compromised all, lost all; and at the same time he 
restored the babes, had proudly brought his o\yn head; 
and this head, hitherto terrible, but now august, he 
offered to Iiis foes. And what v»’ere they about to do ? 
Accept the sacrifice. 

^ The Marquis de Lantcnac had had the choice between 
the life of others and his o^vn; in this superb option 
he had chosen death. And it was to be granted him. 
He was to be killed. a reward for heroism ! 

Respond to a generous act b 5 ^ a barbarous one 1 What 
a degrading of the Revolution ! What a lowering 
of the Republic ! 

As tliis man of prejudice and ser\dtude, suddenly 
I transformed, returned into the circle of humanity, the 
men who strove for deliverance and freedom elected to 
cling to the horrors of ci\'il war, to the routine of blood, 
to fratricide ! The di\dne law of for^veness, abnega- 
tion, redemption, sacrifice, existed for the combatants 
of error, and did not exist for the soldiers of truth ! 

What ! Not to make a struggle in magnanimity ? 
Resign themselves to this defeat ? They, the stronger, 
to show themselves the weaker ? They, victorious, to 
become assassins, and cause it to be said that there were 
those on the side of ]\Ionarch 3 ^ who saved children, and 
those on the side of the Republic who slew old men ! 

The world would see this great soldier, this powerful 
old man of eighty, this disarmed warrior, stolen rather 
\than captured, seized in the performance of a good 
. * action, seized by his own permission with the sweat of a 
noble devotion stiU upon his brow, mount the steps of 
• the scaffold as he would mount to the grandeur of 
an apotheosis 1 Would they lay beneath the knife 
that head about which would circle, as suppliants, the 
souls of the three little angels he had saved ? And 
before this punisliment — infamous for the bulcliers— 
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a smile vrould be seen on the face of that man, and the* 
blush of sha'me on the face of the Republic! And this 
would be accomplished in the presence of Gauvair 
the chief ! And* he v/ho might hinder this woul 
abstain. He v/ould rest content under that haught/ ] 
absolution, "This concerns ihcc no /o;:crr/ And hi ' 
was not even to say to himself that in such a cas i 
abdication of authority was complicity ! lie was no 
to perceive that, of tv/o men engaged in an act s * ^ 
hideous, he vriio permits the thing is worse than th 
man who does the work, because he is the coward 1 

But this death — had he not threatened it ? Hat 
not he, Gauvain, the merciful, declared that Lantena 
should have no mercy, that he would liimself delivc 
Lantenac to Cimourdain ? That head — he owed it 
Well, he would pay the debt. So be it. But was tiiis 
indeed, the same head ? I 

Hitherto, Gauvain had seen in Lantenac only tlw | 
barbarous warrior, the fanatic of royalty and feudah-m 
tiie ‘slaughterer of prisoners, an assassin v/hom war ha*' 
let loose, a man of blood. That man he had no: 
feared; lie had proscribed that proscription; the im- 
placable would have found him inexorable. Nothmg 
more simple; the road was marked out and terriblv 
plain to follow, c%'cn*thing foreseen ; he would kii* 
those who killed; the path of horror was clear an^ 
straight. Unexpectedl 3 ' that straight line had bee^ 
i>roken; a sudden turn in the way revealed a nev 
horizon ; a metamorphosis had taken place. An unkno.wr 
Lantenac entered upon the scene. A hero sprang ui 
from the monster, more than a hero — a man. Mor. 
than a soul— a heart. It was no longer a murdcrce 
that Gauvain had before him, but a ‘=a'^iour. Gauvain 
was filing to the earth by a food of celestial radiance. 
Lantenac hid ‘"truck him with the tluindcrbolt of 
generosity. 

And Lant^nic Iran -formed ccul^l not tr 
Gauvain. 


■a Ur form 
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What I Was this stroke of light to produce no 
counter-stroke ? Was the man of the Past to push 
on in front, and the man of the Future to fall back? 
Was the man of barbarism and superstition suddenly 
to unfold angel pinions, and soar aloft, to watch the 
man of the ideal crawl beneath him in the mire and. the 
night — Gauvain to lie wallowing in the blood-stained 
rut of the Past, while Lantenac rose to a new existence 
! in the sublime Future ? 

Another thing yet. Their family ! 

This blood which he was about to spill — for to let it 
be spilled was to spill it himself — was not this his blood, 
his, Gauvain's? His grandfather was dead, but his 
great-uncle lived, and this great-uncle was the Marquis 
de Lantenac. Would not that ancestor who had gone 
to the grave rise to -prevent his brother from being 
forced into it ? Would he not command his grandson 
henceforth to respect that crown of white hair become 
pure as his own angelic halo ? Did-not a spectre loom 
with indignant eyes bet\veen him, Gauvain, and Lan- 
tenac ? 

Was, then, the aim of the Revolution to denaturalise 
man ? Had it been bom to break the ties of family 
and to stifle the instincts of humanity ? Far from it. 

I It was to affirm these glorious realities, not to deny 
‘ them, that '89 had risen. To overturn the bastilles 
was to deliver humanity; to abolish feudality was to 
found families. The author being the point from 
' whence authority sets out, and authority being in- 
cluded in the author, there can be no other authority 
i,.than paternity; hence thede^timacy of the queen-bee 
i'who creates her people, and who, being mother, is 
queen; hence the absurdity of the king-men, who, not 
1 being father, cannot be master. Hence the suppression 
of the King ; hence the Republic that comes from all 
tliis? Famil3^ humanity, revolution. Revolution is 
the accession of the People, and. at the bott«n. the 
People is Man. 
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The thing to decide was whether, wlien Lantenac 
returned into humanity, Gauvain should go back 
to his family. The thing to decide was whether the 
uncle and nephew should meet again in a higher light, 
or whether the nephew's recoil should reply to the 
uncle's progress. 

The question in this pathetic debate between Gau- 
vain and his conscience had resolved itself into this, 
and the answer seemed to come of itself — he must save 
Lantenac. Yes; but France? 

Here the dizz3dng problem suddenly changed its 
face. What ! France at bay ? France betrayed, 
flung open, dismantled? Having no longer a moat, 
Germany would cross the Rhine; no longer a wall, 
Italy would leap the Alps and Spain the P3Tenee5. 
There would remain for France that great abyss, 
the ocean. For her remained only the gulf. She could 
back herself against it, and, giantess, supported by the 
entire sea, could combat the whole earth. A position 
after all impregnable. Yet no; this position would 
fail her. The ocean no longer belonged to lier. In 
this ocean was England. True, England was at a 
loss how to cross it. Well, a man would fling her a 
bridge; a man would extend his hand to her ; a man 
would go to Pitt, to Craig, to Coinwallis, to Dundas, 
to the pirates, and say, ' Come ! * A man would cry, 
‘England, seize France I' And this man was the 
iMarquis de Lantenac. 

This man was now held fast. After three months of 
chase, of pursuit, of frenzj^ he had at last been taken. 
The hand of the Revolution had just closed upon the 
accursed one; the clenched fist of '93 had seized this 
Roj^ahst murderer by the throat.’ Through that 
m^^sterious forethought from on high which mixes 
itself in human affairs, it was in the dungeon belonging 
to his family that that parricide awaited his punish- 
ment. The feudal lord was in the feudal oubliette. 
The stones of his o^^^l castle rose against him and shut 
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him in, and he who had sought to betray his country 
had been betrayed by his own dwelling. God had 
\i5ibly arranged all this ; the hour had struck ; the 
Revolution had taken prisoner this public enemy; 
he could no longer hght, he could no longer struggle, 
he could no longer harm; in this Vendee, which owned 
so many anns, his was the sole brain; with his extinc- 
tion, civil war would be extinct. He was held fast; 
tragic and fortunate conclusion. After so many 
massacres, so much carnage, he was captive. This 
man, who had slain so pitilessly — ^it was his turn to die. 
And if some one should be found to save him ! 

Cimourdain — that is to say, '93 — ^held Lantenac — 
that is to say, klonarchy — and could any one be found 
to snatch its prey from that hand of bronze ? Lantenac, 
the man in whom was bound up that sheaf of scourges 
called the Past — the Marquis de Lantenac was in the 
tomb; would some one come from without to draw 
back the bolt ? This social malefactor was dead, and 
with him died revolt, fratricidal contest, bestial war; 
and would any one be found to resuscitate him ? Oh. 
how that death's-head would gi^n 1 That spectre 
would say ; ' It is well; I live again— the idiots 1 ' 

How he would once more set himself at his hideous 
work; how joyously and implacably this Lantenac 
woidd plunge anew into the gulf of war and hatred, 
and on the morrow would again be seen houses burning, 
prisoners massacred, the wounded slain, women shot ! 

But, after aU, did not Gauvain exaggerate this action 
which had fascinated him ? Three children were lost; 
Lantenac saved them. But who had hung them into 
that peril ? Was it not Lantenac ? Who had set those 
three cradles in the heart of the conflagration ? Was jt 
not Im^us? Who was Imanus? The lieutenant of 
the Jklarquis. The one responsible is the cliief. Hence 
the incendiar^^ and the assassin was Lantenac. What 
had he done so admirable ? He had not persisted — 
that was aU. After having Conceived the crime, he 
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had recoiled before it. He had become horrified at 
himself. That mother's cry had wakened in him those 
remains of human mercy which exist in ail souls, 
even the most hardened. At this cry he had retraced 
his steps. Out of the night where he had buried him- 
self he hastened toward the da}^ After having brought 
about the crime, he caused its defeat. His whole 
merit consisted in this — not to have been a monster 
to the end. And in return for so little, to restore liini 
all ! To give him freedom, the fields, the plains, air, 
day; restore to him the forest, which he would 
employ to shelter his bandits; restore him libert}^ 
which he would use to bring about slaver^^; restore life, 
which he would devote to death. 

As for trying to come to an agreement vdth. him, 
attempting to treat with that arrogant soul, propose his 
deliverance under certain conditions, demand if he 
would consent, were his life spared, henceforth to ab- 
stain from all hostilities and all revolt — ^^vhat an error 
such an offer would be — what an advantage it would 
give him — what scorn would the proposer hurl against 
himself — how he would baffle the questioner by bis 
answer: 'Keep such shame for yourself; kill me!' 

There was, in short, nothing to do vath this man 
but to slay or set him free. He stood upon a pinnacle. 
He was ever ready to soar or to plnnge down. To 
himself he was both an eagle and a precipice. Marvel- 
lous soul 1 To slay him ? What anxiety ! To set 
him free ? What a responsibility ! 

Lantenac saved, all would begin anew with Vendee, 
like a struggle with a hydra whose heads had been 
spared. In the twinlding of an eye, with the rapidity 
of a meteor, the flame extinguished by this man's 
disappearance would blaze up again. Lantenac would 
never rest until he had carried out that execrable 
plan — of flinging, like the cover of a tomb. Monarch}^ 
upon the Republic, and England upon France. To 
save Lantenac was to sacrifice France. Life to 
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Lantenac was death to a host of innocent beings — men, 
women, children — caught anew in that domestic war; 
it was the landing of the English, the retreat of the 
Revolution; it was the sacking of the \dllages, the 
rending of the people, the mangling of Brittany; 
it was flinging the ^ prey back into the tigeris claws. 
And Gauvain, in the midst of imcertain gleams and 
rays of introverted light, beheld vaguely rise within 
his reverie this problem which stood before him — ■ 
the setting the tiger at liberty. 

And 'then the question reappeared under its first 
[ aspect — the stone of Sisyphus, which is no other than 
the combat of man \rith loimself, rolled back — Was 
Lantenac that tiger ? 

Perhaps he had been; but was he still ? Gauvain 
was dizzy beneath the whirl and conflict in liis soul; 
his thoughts turned and circled upon themselves 
with snake-like s^viftness. After the, closest examina- 
tion could any one^ deny Lantenac's devotion, his 
stoical self-abnegation, his superb disinterestedness? 
What! To prove his humanity in the presence of 
the open jaws of civil v^ar I What ! In this contest 
of inferior truths, to bring the liighest truth of all! 
What 1 To prove that above royalties, beyond revolu- 
tions, above earthly questions, is the grand tenderness 
of the human soul, the recognition of the protection 
due to the feeble from the strong, the safety due to 
those who are perishing from those who are saved, 
the paternity due to all little children from all old 
men I To prove these magnificent truths by giving 
up his life. To be a general, and renounce strategy, 
battle, revenge ! What 1 To be a Royalist, and to 
take a-balance and put in one scale the King of France, 
a monarchy of fifteen centuries, old laws re-established, 
ancient society restored, and in the other three little 
unknown peasants, and to find the King, the throne, 
the sceptre, and fifteen centuries of monarch57 too light 
to weigh against these three innocent creatures. And 
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thenj-was all that nothing ? What I Could he who 
had done this remain a tiger ? Ouglit he to treated 
like a ^^’^d beast ? Xo, no, no i The man who had 
3ust lUuininated the abyss of chdl war by the light 
of a di\dne action was not a monster. Tlie sword- 
bearer was metamorphosed into the angel of hght. 
The^ infernal Satan had again become the celestial 
Lucifer. Lantenac had atoned for all his barbarities 
by one act of sacrifice; in losing himself materially 
he had saved himself morally; he had become innocent 
agmn; he had signed his own pardon. Does not the 
nght of self-forgiveness exist? From this time he 
was to be venerated. 

Lantenac had just shoum himself almost super- 
lium^. It was now Gauvain's turn. Gauvain was 
cahed upon to answer him. The struggle of good and 
e\Tl passions made the world a chaos at tliis epoch* 
Lantenac, dominating the chaos, had just brought 
humamty out of it; it now remained for Gauvain to 
bnng forth their fanuly thence. Ydiat was he about 
^ do ? Was Gauvain about to betrav the trust 
Fro\udence had shown in him ? Xo. And he mur- 
mured witliin liimself. 'Let us save Lantenac.^ And 
a voice a^wered, 'It is well. Go on; aid the English. 
Desert. Pass over to the enemy, Save Lantenac 
and betra}^ France,’ And Gauvain shuddered. ‘Thv 
solution is no solution, O dreamer T 

Gauvain saw the Sphinx smile bitterly in the shadow. 
Tins situation was a sort of formidable cross-way 
where hosWe truths met one another, and where the 

tnree highest ideas of man — humanity — family 

comitry looked in each other’s faces. Each of'these 
yoic^ t(^k up^ the word in its turn, and each uttered 
truth. Each in its turn seemed to find the point 
where uasdom and justice met, and said, 'Do this'' 
Was that the thing he ought to do? Yes. No. 
Argument said one tMng, and feeling another: the two 
counsels were in direct opposition. Logic is only 
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reason; feeling is often conscience; the one comes from 
man himself, the other from a higher source. Hence it 
is that sentiment has less clearness and more power. 

Still, what force stem reason possesses ! Gauvain 
hesitated. Maddening perplexit5^ Two abysses 
opened before him. Should he let the Marquis perish ? 
Should he save him ? He must plunge into one 
depth or the other. In which of these two gulfs 
lay Duty ? 


CHAPTER III 

THE commandant's HOOD 

It was, after all, with Duty that these victors had to 
deal. Duty came forth— stern to Cimourdain's eyes; 
terrible to those of Gauvain. Simple before the one; 
complex, diverse, tortuous, before the other. 

Midnight sounded; then one o'clock. 

Without being conscious of it, Gauvain had gradually 
approached the entrance of the breach. The expiring 
conflagration only flimg out intermittent gleams. The 
plateau on the other side of the tower caught the 
reflection and became visible for an instant, then dis- 
appeared from view as the smoke swept over the flames. 
This glare, reviving in jets and cut by sudden shadows, 
threw objects out of proportion and made the sentinels 
look like phantoms. Lost in his reverie, Gauvain 
mechanically watched the strife between the flame and 
smoke. These appearances and disappearances of 
the light before his eyes had a strange, subtle analogy 
with the revelation and concealment of truth in his 
soul. 

Suddenly, between two clouds of smoke, a long 
streak of flame shot out from the decreasing furnace, 
lit up vividly the summit of the plateau, and brought 
out the shadow of a wagon against the vermilion 
background. 

N.-T. 
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Gauvain stared at this wagon, it was surrounded bv 
horsemen wearing gendarmes’ hats. It seemed to him 
the wagon which he had looked at through Gudchamp’s 
glass several hours before, when the sun was setting 
and the wagon away off on the verge of the horizon, 
borne men were mounted on the cart, and appeared to 
be unloading it. That which they took off seemed to 
be heav}’^, and now and then gave out the sound of clank- 
ing iron. It would have been difficult to tell what it 
was; It looked like beams for a framev>'ork. Two of 
the men lifted between them and set upon the ground 
a box, which, ^ well as he could judge by the shape 
contained a trian^ar object. ’ 

The streak of light faded; all was again buried in 
■darknps. Gauvain stood ivith fixed ej^es, lost in 
thought upon that which the darkness hid. 

Lanterns were lighted; men came and went on the 
plateau; but the forms of those mo^ung about were 
confused, and, moreover, Gauvain was below and on 
the other side of the ravine, and therefore could see 
httle of what was posing. Voices spoke, but he could 
not catch the words. Now and then came a sound 
hke the shock of timbers striking together. He could 
hear also a strange metallic creaking, hke the sharpen- 
ing of a scythe. ^ 

Two o'clock struck. 

Slowly, and hke one who strove to retreat and yet 
was forced by some invisible power to advance, Gau- 
vain approached the breach. As he came near, the 
sentinel recogmsed in the shadow the cloak and 
braided hood of the commandant, and presented arms. 
Gauvmn entered the hah of the ground floor, which 
had been made into a guardroom. A lantern hung 
from the roof. It cast just hght enough so that onl 
could cross the hall without treading upon the soldiora 
wto lay, most of them asleep, upon the straw. 

There ^ey lay; they had been fighting a few hours 
before, the grape-shot, partially swept away, scattered 
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its grains of iron and lead over the floor, and troubled 
their repose somewhat; but they were wear5^ and so 
slept. This hall had been the battle-ground — the scene 
of frenzied attack; there men had ^oaned, howled, 
ground their teeth, struck out blindly in their death 
agony, and expired. Many of these sleepers' com- 
panions had fallen dead upon this floor, where they now 
lay down in their wearinessj the straw which served 
them for a pillow had drunk the blood of their com- 
rades. Now all was ended : the blood had ceased to 
flow; the sabres were dried; the dead were dead; 
these sleepers slumbered peacefull5\ Such is war. 
And then, perhaps to-morrow, the slumber of sleeping 
and dead will be the same. 

At Gauvain's entrance a few of the men rose — among 
others, the officer in command. Gauvain pointed to 
the door of the dungeon. 

'Open it,' he said to the officer. 

The bolts were drawn back; the door opened. 

Gauvain entered the dungeon. 

The door closed behind him. 





PaffeSeS. 

‘ Georgette in her turn descended from 
arm to arm.* 
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k at need. Here I am in my own house. Pray come in. 
'‘Well, what do you say of all that is happening? 
^'Original, is it not? Once on a time there was a king 
and a queen; tlie king was the king; the queen was — 

*' France. They cut the king's head off and married 
! the queen to Robespierre; this gentleman and that 
^i^^ady have a daughter named Guillotine, with whom it 
"^appears that I am to make acquaintance to-morrow 
^ morning. I shall be dchghted — as I am to see you. 
b, Did 3^ou come about that? Have you risen in rank? 
*'**^ShaIl 5^ou be the headsman ? If it is a simple visit of 
X friendship, I am touched. Perhaps, Viscount, you no 
J longer know \\hat a nobleman is. Well, you see one — 
it is I. Look at the specimen. Tis a curiosity; it 
believes in God, it believes in tradition, it believes in 
'ilfamily, it believes in its ancestors, it believes in the 
^example of its father, in fidelity, lo3^alty, duty towards 
^^‘its prince, respect to ancient* laws, virtue, justice — 
and it would shoot you witli pleasure. Have the good- 
•' ness to sit down, J pray you. On the stones, it must 
■/ 'Se, it is true, for I have no arm-chair in my drawing- 
' room; but he who lives in the mud can sit on the ground. 

I do not saA’ that to offend you, for what we call the 
I , mud 3"ou call the nation. I fancy that 3mu do not 
pwisist I shall shout Libert3^ Equality, Fratemit 37 ? 
|j ihis is an ancient chamber of my house; formerly the 
'I lords imprisoned clovms here; noAv rustics imprison the 
lords. These fooleries are called a revolution. It 
^{AaDpears that my head is to be cut off in thirty-six 
ij^-'^urs. I see nothing inconvenient in that. Still, if 
my captors had been polite, the3^ would have sent me 
mv snuff-box; it is up in the chamber of the mirrors, 

‘ where you used to play when 3^011 were a child — where 
, ' 1 used to dance 3^ou on my knee. Sir, let me tell you 
i one thing ! You call 3’ourself Gauvain, and, strange 
’,^10 STiy, you have noble blood in 3^our veins; yes, by 
‘.t^ieaven, tlie same that runs in mine; yet the blood that 
\ made me a man of honour makes you a rascal. Such 
"I N.-T. , N2 



NINETY-THREE 


390 NINETY-THREE 

are personal idiosyncrasies. You will tell me it is 
not your fault that you are a rascal. Nor is it mine 
that I am a gentleman. Zounds ! one is a malefactor^ 
without knowing it. It comes from the air one 
breathes; in times like these of ours one is not respon- 
sible for what one does; the Revolution is guilty fo^ 
the whole world, and ail your great criminals are gream 
blunderers. What blockheads! To begin with your^ 
self. Permit me to admire you. Yes, I admire aj 
youth like you, who. a man of quality, well placed irJ 
the State, having noble blood to shed in a noble cause, 
viscount of this tower Gauvain, prince of Brittany, 
able to be duke by right and peer of France by heritage, 
which is about all a man of good sense could desire 
here below, amuses himself, being what he is, to be 
wliat you are; playing his part so well that he seem:^ 
to his enemies a villain anti to his friends an idiot.^ 
By the way, give my compliments to the Abbe Cimour- 
dain.' 

The ^larquis spoke perfectly at liis case, quietly, 
emphasising nothing, in his high-society voice, ifts 
eyes clear and tranquil, his hand in his waistcoat 
pocket. He broke off, drew a long breath, and 
resumed, — 

‘ I do not conceal from 5^ou that I have done wha*^ 
could to kill you. Such as you see me, I have mysel?/ 
in person, three times aimed a cannon at you — a* 
discourteous proceeding, I admit it, but it would be^ 
giving rise to a bad example to suppose that in 
your enemy tries to make lumself agreeable to yo^ 
For we are at war. monsieur my nephew. 'Every- 
thing is put to fire and sword. It is true that they have 
killed the King into the bargain. A pretty century !/ - 

lie checked himself again, and again resumed, — 

*When one thinks that none of these things wouUjU, 
have happened if Voltaire Imd been hanged anm" 
Rousseau sent to the galleys ! Ah, those men of minC, 
—what scourges 1 But there, what is it you reproach 
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that monarchy \Wtli ? It is true that the Abb6 
. Pucelle was sent to Lis abbey of Portigny with as much 
'time as lie pleased for tlie journey; and as for your 
, I\Ionsieur Titon, who had been, begging your pardon, 
a terrible debauchee, and had gone the rounds of the 
> loose women before hunting after the miracles of the 
rt^Ieacon Paris, he was transferred from the castle of 
^\hncennes to the castle of Ham in Picardy, which is, 
f I confess, a suihcicntly ugly place. There are wrongs 
for 5’ou I I recollect— I cried out also in my day. 
^I was as stupid as 3^ou/ 

The ^larquis felt in his pocket as if seeking his snuff- 
box, then continued, — 

‘But not so v/iclied. W'e talked just for talk's 
sake. There was also the mutiny of demands and 
^petitions, and then up canie those gentlemen the 
"philosophers, and their writings were burned instead 
of the authors: the court cabals mixed themselves up 
in the matter; there were all tliose stupid fellows, 
Turgot, Oucsne3^ Llaltisherbes, the physiocratists, and 
So forth, and the quarrel began. The whole came from 
the scribblers and the rhymesters. The Encyclopedia ! 
Diderot I D'Alembert 1 Ah, the wicked scoundrels I 
To think of a wclLbom man like the King of Prussia 
imning them ! I would have suppressed all those 
^faper scratclier^ Ah, we vere justiciaries, our family I 
Voii may see there on the wall the marks of the 
"tquartenng-wheel. We did not jest. No, no; no scrib- 
,t?lers I there arc Arouets, there will be Marats. 

-■^5 long as there are fellows who scribble, there be 
scoundrels who assassinate; as long as there is ink, 

; there \rill be black stains; as long as men's claws hold 
* a goose's feather, frivolous fooleries will engender 
atrocious ones. Books cause crimes. The word 
chimera has two meanings; it signifies dream, and it 
’l^signifies monster. How dearly one pays for idle 
; S^rash ! What is it that 3^011 sing to us about your 
rights ? The Rights of Man I Rights of the People ! 
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Is that empty enough, stupid enough, \usionary 
enough, sufficiently void of sense ! When I say 
Havoise, the sister of Conan II,, brought the county i 
of BrittaPy to Hoel, Count of Nantes and Cornwall, 
who left the throne to Alain Fergant, the uncle of 
Bertha, who espoused Alain-le-Noir, Lord of Roche- 
sur-Yon, and bore him Conan the Little, grandfather-j 
of Guy oi: Gauvain de Thouars, our ancestor, I state a 
thing that is clear, and there is a right. But your 
scoundrels, your rascals your wretches — ^what do they 
call their rights? Deicide and regicide. Is it not 
hideous ? Oh, what clowns ! I am sorry for you, sir, but 
you belong to this proud Brittany blood; you and I had 
Gauvain de Thouars for our grandfather; we had for 
another grandfather that great Duke of Montbazon 
who was peer of France and honoured wth the Grand: 
CoUar, who attacked the suburb of Tours and was 
wounded at the battle of Argues, and died master of 
tbft kiccawds of France, in. bis bowse of Conslires in 
Touraine, aged eighty-six. I could tell you still further 
of the Duke de Laudunois, son of the Lady of Garnachc-?'- 
of Claude de Lorraine, Duke de Chevreuse, and of 
Henri de Lenoncourt, and of Frangoise de Laval- 
Boisdauphin, But to what purpose ? Monsieur has 
the honour of being an idiot, and tries to make hims^/' 
on a level with my groom. Learn this : I was an dl^ 
man while you were still a brat; I remain as much your 
'superior PS I was then. As you grew up, you foimd^ 
means to degrade yourself. Since we ceased to see? 
one another, each has gone his own way-— I followec^^ 
honesty, you went in the opposite direction. Ah, I' 
do not kuow how aU that will finish — those gentlemen, 
your friends, are full-blown wretches ! Verily, it i^ 
fine, I grant you — a marvellous step gained in thd^' 
cause of progress ! To have suppressed in the army )’, 
the punishmOTt of the pint of water inflicted on thd^ 
drunken soldier for three consecutive days ! To havea: 
the MaxiPrnnr— the Convention — the Bishop Gobel ana ' 
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Monsieur Hebert — ^to have exterminated the Past in 
one mass, from the Bastille to the peerage. They 
replace the saints by vegetables I So be it, citizens; 
you are masters; reign; take your ease; do what you 
like; stop at nothing. All this does not hinder the fact 
that religion is religion, that royalty fills fifteen 
hundred years of our history, and that the old French 
nobility are loftier than you, even with their heads off. 
As for your cavilling over the historic rights of royal 
races, we shrug our shoulders at that. Chilperic, in 
reality, was only a monk named Daniel; it was Rainfroy 
who invented Chilperic in order to annoy Charles 
Martel; we know those things just as well as you do. 
The question does not lie there. The question is 
this : to be a great kingdom, to be the ancient France, 
to be a country in perfect order, wherein were con- 
sidered first the sacred person of its monarchs, absolute 
lords of the state; then the princes; then the officers 
of the crown for the armies on land and sea, for the 
artillery, for the direction and superintendence of the 
finances. After that came the officers of justice, 
great and small; those for the management of taxes 
and general receipts; and, lastly, the police of the 
kingdom in its three orders. All this was fine and 
nobly regulated; you have destroyed it. You have 
■ destroyed the provinces, like the lamentably ignorant 
creatures you are, without even suspecting what the 
provinces really were. The genius of France is made 
up of the genius of the entire continent; each prownce 
of France represented a virtue of Europe. The free- 
dom of Germany ^vas in Picardy; the generosity of 
Sweden in Champagne; the industry of HoUand m 
Burgundy: the activity of Poland m Languedoc; the 
grawtv of Spain in Gascony; the wisdom of Italy m 
Provence; the subtlety of Greece in Normandy; the- 
fidelity of Switzerland in Dauphmy. You knew iioth- 
ing of all that; you have broken, shattered, ruined, 
deWished; you have shown yourselves simply idiotic 
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'Ah, I do not hesitate to set the truth plainly before 
you. What difference can it make to me ? I am dead. 

'You are free,' said Gauvain. 

He unfastened his commandant’s cloak, advanced 
^toward the Marquis, threw it about his shoulders, and 
drew the hood close do^^Tl over his e3'^cs. The two men 
were of the same heiglit. 

'Well, what arc 5’ou doing ^ * the marquis asked. 

Gauvain raised his voice and cried, — 

'Lieutenant, open to me.’ 

The door opened. 

Gauvain exclaimed, 'Close the door carefully behind 
me 1' 

And he pushed the stupefied I^Iarquis across the 
threshold. The liall, turned jnto a guardroom, was 
lighted, it will be lemcrnbercd, by a honi lantern, 
wiiose faint rajes onh" broke the shadows here and there. 
fSucli of the soldiers as were not asleep saw dimly a 
■ man of loft}^ stature, ^vrapped in the doak and hood 
of the commander-in-chief, pass through their midst 
and move towards the entrance. The}^ made a militar^^ 
salute, and the man passed on. 

The ]\Iarquis slowly traversed the guardroom, then 
the breach — not without hitting his head more than 
once — and \vent out. The sentinel, believing that he 
saw Gauvain, presented arms. When he w\as outside, 
hndng the grass of the fields under liis feet, witliin 
two hundred paces of the forest, and before him space, 
niglit, libert3^ life, he paused, and stood motionless 
lor an instant like a man who has allowed himself to 
be pushed on, who has jielded to surprise, and who, 
having taken advantage of an open door, asks himself 
if he has done well or ill; hesitates to go farther, and gives 
audience to a last reflection. After a few seconds’ deep ; 
reverie he raised his right hand, snapped his thumb and 
middle finger, and said, ' My faith I ’ And he hurried on. 

The door of the dungeon had closed again. Gauvain 
\vas \vithin. 
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CHAPTER II 

THE COURT-MARTIAL 


At that period all courts-martial were very nearlj 
discretionary. Dumas had sketched out in the Assem- 
bly a rough plan of military legislation, improved later 
by Talot in the Council of the Five Plundred, but the 
definite code of war councils was only drawn up under 
the Empire. Let us add in parenthesis that from the 
Empire dates the law imposed on military tribunals 
to commence receiving the votes by the lowest grade. 
Under the Revolution this law did not exist. 

- In 1793 the president of a military tribunal was 
almost the tribunal in himself. He chose the members, 
classed the order of grades, regulated the manner of 
voting; was at once master and judge. 

Cimourdain had selected for the hall of the court- 
martial that very room on the ground floor where the 
retirade had been erected, and where the guard was 
now established. He wished to shorten everything — 
the road from the prison to the tribunal, and the 
passage from the tribunal to the scaffold. 

In conformity with his orders the court began its 
sitting at midday wth no other show of state tlian 
this — three straw-bottomed chairs, a pine table, two 
lighted candles, a stool in front of the table. 

The chairs were for the judges, and the stool for the 
accused. At either end of the table also stood a stool, 
one for the commissioner-auditor, who was a quarter- 
master; the other for the registrar, who was a corporal. 

On the table were a stick of red-sealing-wax, a 
brass seal of the Republic, two inkstands, some sheets 
of white paper, and two printed placards spread open, 
the first containing the declaration of outlawry, the 
second the decree of the Convention 
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The centre chair tos backed up by a cluster of 
iri-colourcd flags; in that period of rude simplicity 
decorations were quickly arranged, and it needed little 
time to change a guardroom into a court of justice. 

The middle chair, intended for the president, stood 
facing the prison door. 
i The soldiers made up the audience. 

Two gendanne.^ stood on guard by the stool. 

Cimourdain was seated in tlic centre chair, ha\dng 
at his right Captain Gudchanip, first judge, and at his 
left Sergeant Radoub, second judge, 

Cimourdain wore a hat with a tri-coloured cockade, 
liis sabre at liis side, and his two pistols in his belt. 
His scar, of a vivid red, added to liis savage appearance, 

Radoub's wound had been only partially stanched. 
He had a handkerchief knotted about his head, upon 
jl.vhich a blood-stain slowly \ridencd, 

^ At midday the court had not yet opened its pro- 
j ccedings. A nie't>scngci . whose horse could be heard 
i stamping outside, stood near the table of the tribunal, 
i Cimourfiain was writing — writing these lines : — 

‘ Citizen members of the Committee of Public Safety, 
hantcnac is taken. Ho will be executed to-morrow." 

Pie dated and ^^igned the despatch; folded, scaled, 
and handed it to the messenger, who departed. 

Tliis done, Cimourdain called in a loud voice, 'Open 
the dungeon. " 

The two gendarmes drew back the bolts, opened the 
/ door of the dungeon, and entered. 

; Cimourdain lifted his head, folded his arms, fixed 
:< his eyes on the door, and cried, * Bring out the prisoner. " 

A " man appeared between the two gendarmes, 
standing beneath the arch of the doorway. 

It was Gauvain. 

* Cimourdain started. 'Gauvain!*^ he exclaimed. 

Then he added, demand the prisoner* 

> 'It is I," said Gauvain. 
i 'Thou?^ 
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H.' 

‘And Lantenac?' 

‘He 15 free.’ 

‘Free r 
■Yes.' 

■ Escaped ? ’ 

‘Escaped/ 

Ciniourdain trembled as he stammered, ‘Trul}^ the 
castle belongs to him — he knows all its outlets. Tlie 
dungeon may communicate with some secret opening 
— I ought to have remembered tliat he would find 
means to escape. He would not need any person’s 
aid for that/ 

‘He was aided/ said Gauvain. 

*To escape ? ' 

*To escape. ' 

‘Who aided him ? * 

'L' 

‘Thou ? ’ 

‘ 1 / 

*Thou art dreaming/ 

*I went into the dungeon; I was alone witli tl:e 
prisoner; I took off my cloak; I put it about his shouh 
dors; I drew the hood down over his face; he went 
out in my stead, and I remained in his. Here I an:.' 
‘Thou didst not do it I' 

■I did it/ 

‘It is impossible 1 ' 

‘It 15 true. ' 

‘Bring me Lantenac!' 

'He is no longer here. The soldiers, seeing the erm 
mandant's cloak, took him for me, and allowed liiin 
pass. It was still night.' 

‘Thou art mad ! ' 

*I tell you what was done.' 

A silence followed. Cimourdain stammered, ‘Then 

thou hast merited ’ 

‘Death/ said Gauvain. 
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Cimourdain was pale as a corpse. He sat motion- 
less as a man who had just been struck by lightning. 
He no longer seemed to breathe. A great drop of 
sweat stood out on his forehead. 

He forced his ^’oice into firmness, and said, 'Gen- 
darmes, scat the accused.' 

Gauvain placed himself on the stool. 

Cimourdain added, 'Gendarmes, draw your sabres.' 

Cimourdain's voice had got back its ordinar}^ tone. 

'Accuser!/ said he, ‘you will stand up/ 

He no longer said 'thee' and 'thoi/ to Gauvain. 


CHAPTER III 

THK VOTES 


Gauvain rose. 

‘What is your name?' demanded Cimourdain, 

The answer came unhesitatingly^ — 'Gauvain.' 

Cimourdain continued the interrogatory^: 'Who are 
5'on ? ' 

'I am commander-in-chief of the expeditionary 
column of the C6tes-du-Norcl/ 

' Arc you a relative or a connection of the man who 
has escaped ? ' 

'I am his grand-nephew/ 

'You arc acquainted \nth the decree of the Con- 
vention ? ' 

'I see the placard lying on your table.’ 

'What have y’oii to say in regard *to this decree?* 

‘That I countersigned it; that I ordered its carrying 
out; that it was I who had this placard written, at the 
bottom of which is my name. 

'jMake choice of a pleader/ 

'I will defend myself.’ 

'You can speak.’ 

Cimourdain had become again impassible. But his 
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impassibility resembled the sternness of a rock ratliei 
than tlic calmness of a man. 

Ganvain remained silent for a moment, as if collect- 
ing his thoughts. 

Cimourdain spoke again. 'What have you to say 
in your defence ? ‘ _ 

Gauvain slowty raised his head, but without fixing 
his eyes upon cither of the judges, and replied, — 

'This; one thing prevented my seeing anotlier. A 
good action scon too near hid from me a hundred 
criminal deeds : on one side, an old man; on the other, 
three children— all these put themselves between 
me and duty. I forgot the burned villages, the ravaged 
fields, the butchered prisoners, the slaughtered wounded, 
the women shot; I forgot France betrayed to England; 
I set at liberty the murderer of our country. I an; 
guilty. In speaking thus, I seem to speak against 
myse'lf; it is a mistake. I speak in my own behalf. 
When the guilty acknowledges his fault, he saves the 
only thing worth the trouble of being saved — honour.' 

‘Is that,’ returned Cimourdain, 'all you have to say 
in 3'our own defence ? ’ 

'I add that, being the chief, I owed an example; 
and that you in your turn, being judges, owe one.' 

' What example do you demand ? ' 

'Mjf death.’ 

‘You find that just ?’ 

'And necessary'. ’ 

'Be seated.’ . , 

The quartermaster, who vas auditor-commissioner, 
rose and read, first, the decree of outlawry' against th? 
ci-devant Harquis do Lantenac; secondly, the decree 
of the Convention ordaining capital punishment against 
whosoever should aid the escape of a rebel prisoner. 
He closed with the lines printed at the bottom of the 
placard, forbidding ‘to give aid or succour to the rebels 
named below, under penalt}' of death,' signed 'Com- 
mander-in-Cliicf of the Expeditionary Column— 
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Gauvain/ These notices read, the auditor-commis- 

• sioncr sat down again. 

I Cimourdain folded his arms, and said, * Accused, pay 
attention. — Public, listen, look, and be silent. — -You 
/ have before 5^ou the law. The votes will now be taken. 
The sentence will be given according to the niajorit}^ 
Each judge will announce his decision aloud, in presence 
of the accused, justice having nothing to conceal.' 

Cimourdain continued : 'The first judge will give his 
vote. — Speak, Captain Guechamp. ' 

Captain Guecliaanp seemed to see neither Cimourdain ' 
‘ nor Gauvain. His downcast lids concealed his eyes, 
which remained fixed upon the placard of the decree 
as if they were staring at a gulf. He said, — 

‘The law' is immutable. Adjudge is more and less 
than a man : he is less than a man because he has no 
heart; he is more than a man because he holds the 
1} sword of justice. In the 414th year of Rome, J\Ianlius 
put his son to death for the crime of having conquered 
without his orders. \ iolated discipline demanded an 
example. Here it is the law which has been violated, 
and the law is still higher than discipline. Through 
an emotion of pity, the country is again endangered. 
Pity may amount to enme. Commandant Gauvain 
has helped the rebel Lantenac to escape. Gauvain 

• is guilty. I vote — -Death.' 

'Write, registrar,' said Cimourdain. 

The clerk wrote, ' Captain Guechamp : death. ' 

Gauvain' s voice rang out, clear and firm. 

'Guechamp,' said he, 'you have voted well, and I 
thank you. ' 

Cimourdain resumed, — 

'It is the turn of the second judge. — Speak, Sergeant 
, Radoxib.' 

' Radoub rose, turned towards Gauvain, and made the 
accused a military salute. Then he exclaimed, — 

' If that is the way it goes, then guillotine me, for I 
give here, before God, my most sacred word of honour 
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killed, the battalion of the Bonnet Rouge would have 
been dishonoured. Is that what was wished for? 
Why, then, let us eat each other up and be done. I 
understand politics as well as any of you — I belonged 
to the Club of the Section of Pikes. Zounds, we 
are coming to the end 1 . I sum up the matter according 
to my \vay of looking at it. I don^t like things to be 
done which are so puzzling yon don't know any longer 
where you stand. What the devil is it we get ourselves 
lolled for? In order that somebody may Idll our 
chief!— None of that, Lisette I I want my chief. 
I ^\^U have my cliief. I love liim better to-day than 
I did 3^esterday. Send him to the guillotine ? Why, 
you make me laugh 1 Now we are not going to have 
anything of that sort. I have listened. People may say 
what they please. In the first place it is not possible 1 ' 

AndRadoubsatdownagain. His wound had re-opened, 
Athinstream of blood exuded from under the kerchief and 
ran along liis neck from the place where his ear had been. 

Cimourdain turned towards the sergeant. 

‘You vote for the acquittal of the accused ? ’ 

‘I vote,' said Radoub, ‘that he be made general.' 

H ask if you vote for his acquittal.' 

‘I vote for his being made head of the Republic.' 

'Sergeant Radoub. do you vote that Commandant 
Gauvain be acquitted — yes or no ? ' 

‘I vote that my head be cut off in place of his.' 

'Acquittal,' said Cimourdain. — 'Write it, registrar.' 

The clerk wrote, 'Sergeant Radoub: acquittal.' 

Then the clerk said, 'One voice for death. One 
voice for acquittal. A tie.' 

It was Cimourdain's turn to vote. 

He rose. He took off his hat and laid it on the table. 

He was no longer pale or livid. His face was the 
:olour of clay. 

Had all the spectators been corpses lying there in 
their \vinding-sheets, the silence could not have been 
nore profound. 
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Cimourdain said in a solemn, slow, firm voice, — 

‘Accused, the case has been heard. In the name of 
the Republic, the court-martial, by a majority of two 
voices against one ' 

He broke off; there was an instant of terrible suspense. 
Did he hesitate before pronouncing the sentence of 
death ? Did he hesitate before granting life ? Every 
listener held his breath. 

Cimourdain continued, — 

'Condemns you to death.’ 

His face expressed the torture of an awful triumph. 
Jacob, when he forced the angel whom he had over- 
thrown in the darkness to bless him, must have worn 
that fearful smile. 

It was only agleam^ — ^it passed. Cimourdain wasmarble 
again. He seated himself, put on his hat, and added, 
' Gauvain, you will be executed to-morrow at simrise. ' 

Gauvain rose, saluted, and said, ‘ I thank the court. ' 

‘Lead away the condemned,’ said Cimourdain. 

He made a sign; the door of the dungeon re-opened; 
Gauvain entered; the door closed. The two gendarmes 
stood sentinel — one on either side of the arch, sabre 
in hand. 

Sergeant Radoub fell senseless to the groimd, and 
was carried away. 

CHAPTER IV 

AFTER CIMOURDAIN THE JUDGE COMES CIMOURDAIN 
THE MASTER 

A CAMP is a wasps’ nest. In revolutionary times above 
. all. The ciidc sting which is in the soldier moves 
quicldy, and does not hesitate to prick the chief after 
having chased away the enemy. The valiant troop 
which had taken La Tourgue was filled with diverse 
commotions; at first against Commandant Gauvain 
when it learned that Lantenac had escaped. As 
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Gauvain issued from the dungeon which had been 
believed to hold the Marquis, the news spread as if by 
electricity, and in an instant the whole army was 
informed. A murmur burst forth; it was — 'They are 
tr 3 dng Gauvain, But it is a sham. Trust ci-devants and 
priests ! We have just seen a viscount save a marquis, 
and now we are going to see a priest absolve a noble ! ' 

When the news of Gauvain' s condemnation came, 
there was a second murmur, — 

'It is horrible 1 Our cliief, our brave chief, our 
young commander — a hero ! He may be a viscount — 
very well; so much the more merit in his being a 
Republican. What, he, the hberator of Pontorson, of 
Villedicu, of Pont-au-Beau 1 The conqueror of Dol 
and La Tourgue ! He who makes us invincible. He, 
the sword of the Repubhc in Vendee 1 The man who, 
for five months, has held the Chouans at bay and 
repaired aU the blunders of- Lechelle and the others 1 
This Cimourdain to dare condemn iiim to death ! For 
what ? Because he saved an old man who had saved 
three children I A priest kill a soldier ! ' 

Thus muttered the ^dctorious and discontented 
camp. A stem rage enveloped Cimourdain. Four 
thousand men against one — that^should seem a power; 
it is not. These four thousand men were a crowd; 
Cimourdain was a Will. It was knoum that Cimour- 
dain's frown came easil 3 % and nothing more was 
needed to hold the army in respect. In those stern 
da 5 ^s it was sufficient lor a man to have behind him the 
shadow of the Committee of Pubhc Safety to make 
that man formidable, to make imprecation die into 
a whisper and the wliisper into silence. 

Before as after the murmurs, Cimourdain remained 
the arbiter of Gauvain's fate as he did of the fate of 
all. They loiew there was nothing to ask of liim, that 
he would only obey his conscience — a superhu-^an 
voice audible to his ear alone, Ever^dhing depended 
upon him. That which he had done as martial judge 
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Gauvain stirred. He opened his eyes, full of the 
wonder of waking. He recognised Cimourdain in the 
dim light which the lantern cast around the cave, 

' Ah, ' said he, ' it is you, my master. ' 

And he added, 'I dreamt that -Death was kissing my 
hand. ' 

Cimourdain started as one does sometimes under the 
sudden rush of a flood of thoughts. Sometimes the 
tide is so high and so stormy that it seems as if it would 
drow the soul. 

Not an echo from the overcharged depths of Cimour- 
dain's heart found vent in words. He could only say, 

' Gauvain I ' 

And the tv/o gazed at one another; Cimourdain with 
his eyes full of those flames which bum up tears; 
Gauvain with his sweetest smile. 

Gauvain raised himself on his elbow and said, — 

*That scar I see on your^face is the sabre-cut you 
received for me. Yesterday, too, you were in the 
thick of that melee, at my side, and for my sake. If 
Pro\ddence had not placed jj’ou near my cradle, where 
should I be to-day ? In outer darkness. If I have my 
conception of duty, it is from you that it comes to me. 
I was born with my hands bo'und. Prejudices are 
ligatures— you loosened those bonds; you gave my 
growth libe^t3^ and of that which was already only 
a n\ummy you made anew a child. Into what would 
have been an abortion you put a conscience.^ Without 
you I should have grown up a dwarf. I exist by you. 
I was only a lord, you made me a citizen; I was only 
a citizen, you have given me a mind; you have made me, 
as a man, fit for this earthly life; 3^ou have educated 
my soul for the celestial existence. ^ You have given 
me human reality, the key of truth, and, to go beyond 
that, the key of light. O my master I I thank you. 
It is yon who have created me.' 

Cimourdain seated himself on the straw beside 
Gauvain and said, 'I have come to sup with thee.' 
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Gauvain broke the black bread and handed it tc 
him. Cimourdain took a morsel; then Ganvain offered 
the jug of water, 

* Drink first/ said Cimourdain. 

Gauvain drank, and passed the jug to his companion, 
who drank after him. Gauvain had only swallowed 
a mouthful. Cimourdain drank great drauglits. 

During this supper Gauvain ate and Cimourdain 
drank — a sign of the calmness of the one and of the 
fever which consumed the other. 

A quietness so strange that it was terrible reigned in 
this dungeon. The two men were talking. 

'Gauvain said, ‘Grand events are developing them- 
selves. What the Revolution does at this moment 
is mysterious. Behind the visible work stands the 
invisible. One conceals the other. The visible work 
is ferocious, the imdsible sublime. In this instant I 
perceive all very clearly. It is strange and beautiful. 
It has been necessary to make use of the materials of the 
Past. Hence this marvellous ‘93. Beneath a scaffolding 
of barbarism a temple of civilisation is building. 

‘Yes,* replied Cimourdain. ‘From this provisional 
wall rise the definitive. The definitive — that is to 
say, right and duty, are parallel ; taxes proportional 
and progressive; military service obligatorjq a levelling 
without deviation: and above the whole, making part 
of all, that straight line, the law. The Republic is 
the absolute.' 

‘ I prefer, ' said Gauvain, ‘ the ideal Republic. ' 

He paused for an instant, then continued : ‘ O 
master I in all which you have just said, where do you 
place devotion, sacrifice, self-denial, the sweet inter- 
lacing of kindnesses, love? To set all in equilibriurxi 
is well; to put all in harmon}^ is better. Above llie 
scales is the lyre. Your Republic v/eighs, measures, 
regulates man ; mine lifts him into the open sk}^ ; it is 
the difference between a theorem and an eagle. 

'Vnu Incfi Trnnrcfsif in +Tin rlrmrlc * 
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parleyed with the other. The table of the tribunal 
and the chair shadowed by tlie tricoloured flags had 
been set upon the platform. The sun rose higher 
behind La Tourgue, bringing out tlie black npss of tlie 
fortress clear and defined, and revealing upon its summit 
the figure of a man in the chair beneath the banners, 
sitting motionless, his arms crossed upon his breast. 
It was Cimourdain. He wore, as on the previous day, 
his civil delegate’s dress; on his head was the hat with 
the tricoloured cockade; his sabre at his side; his pistols 
in his belt. He sat silent. The whole crowd was mute. 
The soldiers stood with downcast eyes, muskets in 
hand— -stood so' close that their shoulders touched, 
but no one spake. They were meditating confusedly 
upon this war— the numberless combats, the hedge- 
fusillades so bravely confronted; the hosts of peasants 
driven back by their might; the citadels taken, the 
battles won, the victories gained — and_ it seemed to 
them as if all that glory had turned^ now to shame. 
A sombre expectation contracted every heart. They 
could see the executioner come and go upon the plat- 
form of the guillotine. The increasing splendour of 
the morning filled the sky with its majesty. 

Suddenly the sound of muffled drums broke the 
stillness. The funereal tones swept nearer. The ranks 
opened — a cortege entered the square and moved 
toward the scaffold. 

First, the drummers \vith their crape-wreathed drums, 
then a company of grenadiers with lowered muskets, 
then a platoon of gendarmes with drawn sabres; then 
the condemned — Gauvain. He walked forward with 
a free, firm step. He had no fetters on hands or feet. 
He -was in an undress uniform and w'ore his swprd. 
Behind him marched another platoon of gendarmes. 

Gauvain’s face was still lighted by that pensive joy 
which had illuminated it at the moment when he said to 
Cimourdain, ‘I am thinking of the Future.’ Nothing 
could be more touching and sublime than that smile. 
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tax whatever. I ^vish the general expense reduced to 
its most simple expression, and paid by the social 
surplus. * 

‘ What do you understand by that ? * 

'This: first suppress parasitisms — the parasitisms 
of the priest, the judge, the soldier. After that turn 
3^our riches to account. You fling manure into the 
sewer; cast it into the furrow. Three parts of the soil 
are waste land; clear up France; suppress useless 
pasture-grounds; divide the communal lands. Let 
each man have a farm, and each farm a man. You 
will increase a hundredfold the social product. At this 
moment France only gives her peasants meat four 
days in the 3^ear; well cultivated, she would nourish three 
hundred millions of men — all Europe. Utihse nature, 
that wondrous and unappreciated ally. I\Iake even' 
wind toil for you, every waterfall, every magnetic 
flash. The globe has a subterranean network of veins; 
there is in this network a prodigious circulation of 
water, oil, fire. Pierce those veins; make this water 
feed your fountains, this oil your lamps, this fire 3'our 
hearths. Reflect upon the movements of the waves, 
their flux and reflux, the ebb and flow of the tides. 
What is the ocean ? An enormous power allowed to 
waste. How stupid is earth not to make use of the sea !’ 

' There you are in the full tide of dreams. ' 

'That is to say, of full reality.’ 

Gauvain added, 'And woman — what will 3'ou do 
with her ? ' 

Cimourdain replied, 'Leave her where she is; the 
servant of man.' 

'Yes. On one condition. ’ 

'What?' 

‘That man shall be the ser^^ant of woman.' 

' Can you think of it ? ' cried Cimourdain. ' ^fan a 
servant ? Never 1 Man is master. I admit onty one 
royalty — that of the fireside. Man in his house is king! ’ 

'Yp«;. On one condition.' 
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'What?' 

‘ That v/oman shall be queen there. ' 

‘That is to say you wish man and woman ' 

‘ Equality. ' 

‘Equality ! Can you dream of it ? The two crea- 
tures are different.' 

‘I said equality; 1 did not sa}^ identity.' 

There was another pause, like a sort of truce between 
two spirits exchanging rays of light. Cimourdain 
broke the silence : ‘ And the offspring ? To whom do you 
consign them ? ' 

‘First to the father who begets, then to the mother 
who gives birth, then to the master who rears, then to 
the city that civilises, then to the country, which is 
the mother supreme, then to humanity, which is the 
great ancestor.' 

‘You do not speak of God ?' 

‘ Each of those degrees — father, mother, master, city, 
country, humanitj^ — is one of the rungs in the ladder 
which leads to God. ' 

Cimourdain was silent. 

Gauvain continued ; ‘ When one is at the top of the 
ladder, one has reached God. Heaven opens — one 
has onl}?- to enter. ' 

Cimourdain made a gesture like a man calling another 
back. ‘ Gauvain, return to earth. We \vish to realise 
the possible.' 

‘Do not commence by rendering it impossible.’ 

‘ The possible always realises itself. ' 

‘Not always. If one treats Utopia harshly, one slays 
it. Nothing is more defenceless than the egg. ’ 

‘ Still, it is necessary to seize Utopia, to put the 5 ^oke 
of the real upon it, to frame it in the actual. The 
abstract idea must transform itself into the concrete; 
what it loses in beaut}^ it will gain in usefulness; it is 
lessened, but made better, feght must enter into 
law, and when right makes itself law it becomes 
absolute. That is what I call the possible. ’ 
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'The possible is more than that. ' 

'Ah ! there you are in dreamland again I' 

'The possible is a mysterious bird, always soarine 
above man's head.' 

'It must be caught/ 

‘ Living. ' 

Gauvain continued : 'This is my thought : Constant 
progression. If God had meant man to go bac]:wards. 
He would have placed an eye in the back of his hcp.V 
Let us always look towards the dawn, the blossominc;, 
the birth that which falls encourages that which 
mounts. The cracking of the old tree^^is an appeal to 
the new tree. Each century" must do its work; to-dav 
civic, to-morrow human. To-day, the question 6 i 
^6^ht, to-morrow, the question of pay. Pa3^ and right 
—the same word at bottom. I^Ian does not live to be 
paid nothing. In gi^dng life, God contracts a debt. 
Right is the inborn payment; payment is right acquired. 

Gauvain spoke with the earnestness of a propliet. 
Cimourdain listened. Their r6Ies were changed; now 
it seemed the pupil who was master. 

Gmourdain murmured, 'You move rapid!}’,' 

'Perhaps because I am a little pressed for time,' 
said Gauvain, smiling. And he added, '0 m3’’ master I 
behold the difference between our two Utopias. Yoii 
wish the garrison obligator}^ I the school. You dream 
of man the soldier; I dream of man the citizen. You 
^vant him terrible; I want him a thinker. You found 
a Republic upon swords; I found ' 

He interrupted himself— 'I would found a Republic 
upon minds.' 

Cimourdain bent liis e3’es on the pavement of the 
dungeon and said, 'And while waiting for it, what 
would 3’’ou have ' 

'That 'which is.' 

'Then you absolve the present moment ?' 

' Yes. ' 

'Wherefore ? ' 
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'Because it is a tempest. A tempest knows always 
what it does. For one oak uprooted, how many 
forests made healthy! Civihsation had the plague; 
this great wind cures it. Perhaps it is not so careful 
as it ought to be. But could it do otherwise than it 
does ? It is charged with a difficult task. Before 
the horror of miasma, I understand the fury of the 
blast.’ 

Gauvain continued, — 

‘ Jloreover, why should I fear the tempest if I have 
mj' compass ? How can events affect me if I have my 
conscience ? ’ 

And he added in a low, solemn voice, — 

‘There is a power that must alwa3^s be allowed to 

guide. ’ . 

‘What?’ demanded Cimourdain. 

Gauvain raised his finger above his head. Cimour- 
dain’s eyes followed the direction of that uplifted 
finger, and it seemed to him that through the dungeon 
vault he beheld the starlit sky. 

Both were silent again. 

Cimourdain spoke first. _ 

‘Society is greater than Nature. I teU you, this is 
no longer possibility; it is a dream.’ 

‘ It is the goal. Otherwise of what use is Society ? 
Remain in Nature. Be savages. Otaheite is a para- 
dise. Only the inhabitants of that paradise do not 
think. An intelligent hell would be preferable to an 
i^t^n^ted heaven. But no — no hell. Let us be a human 
society. Greater than Nature ? Yes. If you add 
nothing to Nature, why go bejmnd her? Content 
yourself mth work like the ant; with honey like the 
bee. Remain the working drudge instead of the queen 
intelligence. If you add to Nature; you necessanly 
become greater than she; to add is to augment; to 
augment is to grow. Society is Nature sublimated. 
I want all that is lacking to beehives, all that is 
lacking to ant-hills — ^monuments, arts, poesy, heroes. 
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genius. To bear eternal burdens is not the eleslinv 
of man. No, no, no; no more pariahs, no more slaves, 
no more convicts, no more damned ! I desire tiiat 
eacli of the attributes of man should be a svmbol of 
civilisation and a patron of progress; I would place 
libert}' before the spirit, equality before the lieart, 
fraternity before the soul. No more yoJ:es I Man was 
made not to drag chains, but to soar on wings. No 
more of man reptile. I wisli tlie transfiguration of 
the lar^^a into tlic winged creature; I wish the worm 
of the earth to turn into a living flower and away. 
I wish ' 

He broke oft. His eyes blazed. His lips moved. 
He ceased to speak. 

The door had remained open. Sounds from wth- 
out penetrated into the dungeon. The distant peal 
of trumpets could be heard, probably the reveille; then 
the butt-end of muskets striking the ground as the 
sentinels were relieved; then, quite near the tower as 
well as one could judge, a noise like the moving of 
planks and beams; followed by muffled, intermittent 
echoes lilcc the strokes of a hammer. 

Cimourdain grew pale as he listened. Gauvain heard 
notliing. His revenc became more and more profound. 
He seemed no longer to breathe, so lost was he in the 
\asion that shone upon his soul. Now and tlien he 
started slightly. The morning light which lay in tlie 
pupils of his et'es grew brighter. 

borne time passed thus. Then Cimourdain asked, 
‘Of what arc you thinking ? ' 

' Of the Future. ' replied Gauvain. 

He sank back into his meditation. Cimourdain rose 
from the bed of straw where the two were sitting. 
Gauvain did not perceive it. Keeping his eyes fixed 
upon the dreamer, Cimourdain moved slowly backward 
towards the door and went out. The dungeon closed 
again. 
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CHAPTER VI 
\vhi:n the sun rose 

Day broke alon;: the hon/on. And with the day an 
object, stran;:,'c' motionless, mystenous, wh.ch the 
birds of heaven did not recognise, appeared upon the 
plateau of La Tourgue and towered above the forest 
of Fougorcs. 

It had been placed there in the night. It seemed to 
have spning up rather than to have been binlt. It 
lifted high again-t the iiorir.on a profile of straight, 
hard lines, looking like a Hebrew letter or one of those 
Egvptian iiicroglvjQiics which made part of the alphabet 
of Hie ancient luldle. 

At the first glance the idea wliich this object roined 
was its lack of Ixcping with the surroundings. It 
stood amid the blossoming heath. One a‘^kcd oneself 
for wliat purpose it could be used. Then the beholder 
felt a chill creep over him as he gazed. It was a sort 
of trestle having four po^ts for feet. At one end of tlie 
trestle two tall joists, upnght and stiaight, and fastened 
together at the top by a cross-beam, raised and held 
suspended some triangular object which shtnved black 
against the blue ^ky of morning. At the other end of 
the staging was a ladder. Between the joists, and 
directly beneath tlic triangle, could be seen a sort of 
panel composed of two movable sections which, 
fitting into each other, left a round hole about the 
size of a man’s neck. The upper section of this 
panel slid In a groove, so that it could be hoisted or 
lowered at will. For the time, the two crescents, 
whicli formed the circle when closed, were drawn 
apart. At the foot of the two posts supporting the 
triangle was a plank turning on hinge-s, looking like 
a see-saw. 



NINETY-THREE 


416 

By the side of this plank was a long basket, and 
between the Uvo beams, in front and at tlie extremity 
of the trestle, a square baslret. The monster was 
painted red. The wljole was made of v/ood except 
the triangle — that was of iron. One would have known 
the thing must liave been con'^tructed by man, it was 
so ugly and evil-looking; at the same time it was so 
formidable that it might have been reared there by 
evil genii. 

This shapeless tiling vras the guillotine. 

In front of it, a few paces off, another monster rose 
out of the ravine — La Tourguc. A monster of stone 
n>ing up to hold companionship with the monster of 
wood. For when man has touched wood or stone, they 
no longer remain inanimate matter; something of 
man's spirit seems to enter into them. An edifice is n 
dogma, a matdiine an idea. La Tourguc was tliat 
tenible offspring of the Past, called the Bastille in 
Paris, the Tower of London in England, the Spiel burg 
in Gcnnany, the Escurial in Spain, the Kremlin in 
Moscov/. the Castle of Saint Angelo in Rome. 

In La Tourgiie were condensed fifteen hundred year- 
— the Middle Ages— vassalage, servitude, feudality: in 
the gtiillotinc, one year — *03, and these twelve months 
made a counterpoise to those fifteen centuries. 

La Tourguc was Monarchy; the guillotine was 
Revolution. A tragic confronting ! 

At one side the debtor; on the other tlie cri. 'liter. 

On one side the inextricable Gotliic complication 
of serf, lord, slave, master, plebeian, nobility, the com- 
plex code ramif3ing into customs; judge and priest 
in coalition, shackles innumerable, fiscal impositions, 
excise laws, mortmain, taxes, exemptions, preroga- 
tives, prejudices, fanaticisms, the ro3’al privilege of 
bankruptC3^ the sceptre, the throne, the regal will, 
the divine right : the other, a unit — the knife. 

On one side the knot; on the other the axe. 

La Tourgue had long stood alone in the midst of this 
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wilderness. There she had frowned with her machico- 
lated casements, whence had streamed boiling oil, 
blazing pitch, and molten lead; her oubliettes paved 
with human skeletons; her torture chamber; the whole 
hideous tragedy with which she was filled. Rearing 
her funereal front above the forest, she had passed 
fifteen centuries of savage tranquillity amid its shadows; 
she had been the one power in this land, the one object 
of respect and fear; shehadreignedsupreme; shehadbeen 
the realisation of barbarism, and suddenly she saw rise 
before her and against her something (more than a 
^hing — a being} as terrible as herself — the guillotine. 

Inanimate objects sometimes appear to be endowed 
with strange eyes. A statue obsen^es, a tower watches, 
the facade of a building contemplates. La Tourgue 
seemed to be studying the guillotine. It seemed to 
be asking itself about it. What was that object ? It 
looked as if it had sprung out of the earth. It was from 
there, in truth, that it had risen. 

The evil tree had budded in the fatal ground. Out 
of the soil watered by so much of human sweat, so 
many tears, so much blood — out of the earth in wliich 
had been dug so many trenches, so many graves, so 
many caverns, so many ambuscades — out of this 
earth wherein had rolled the countless 'snetims of 
countless tyrannies— out of this earth spread above so 
many abysses wherein had been buried so many crimes 
— terrible seeds — had sprung on a destined day this 
unknowm, this avenger, this ferocious sword-bearer, 
and *93 had said to the old world ; 'Behold me !' 

And the guillotine had the right to say to the donjon, 
' I am thy daughter. * 

And at the same time the tower — for those fatal 
objects possess a low vitalit}^ — felt itself slain by this 
newl}^ risen force. 

Before this formidable apparition La Tourgue seemed 
to shudder. One might have said that it was afraid. 
The monstrous mass of granite was majestic, but 
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infamous; that plank with its black triangle was 
, worse. The all-powerful fallen trembled before the 
aU-powerful risen. Criminal history was studying 
I judicial history. The violence of b5rgone days was 
I comparing itself with the violence of the present; the 
ancient fortress, the ancient prison, the ancient sei- 
I gniory where tortured victims had shrieked out their 
lives; that construction of war and murder, now useless, 

: defenceless, violated, dismantled, uncrowned, a heap 
of stones with no more than a heap of ashes, hideous 
yet magnificent, d}dng, dizzy with the awful memories 
of all those bygone centuries, watched the terrible 
living Present sweep up. Yesterday trembled before 
to-day; antique cruelty acknowledged and bowed its 
head before this fresh horror. The power which was 
sinking into nothingness opened eyes of fright upon 
this newborn terror. Expiring despotism stared at 
this spectral avenger. 

Nature is pitiless : she never TOthdraws her flowers, 
her music, her joyousness, and her sunhght from before 
i human cruelty or suffering. She overwhelms man by 
' the contrast between divine beauty and social hideous- 
. ness. She spares him nothing of her loveliness, neither 
I butterfly nor bird. In the midst of murder, vengeance, 

• barbarism, he must feel himself watched by holy 
■ things; he cannot escape the awful reproach of universal 
nature and the implacable serenity of the sky. The 
deformity of human laws is forced to exhibit itself 
j naked amid the dazzling ra3's of eternal beauty. Man 
i breaks and destroj^s; man lays waste; man kills : but 
I the summer remains summer; the lily remains the lily; 
the star remains a star. 

) Never had a morning, dawned fresher and more 
glorious than this. A soft breeze stirred the heath, 
a warm haze rose amid the branches; the forest of 
Fougeres, permeated by the breath of hidden brooks, 
■; smoked in the dawn like a vast censer filled with per- 
fumes; the blue of the firmament, the whiteness of the 
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clouds, the transparency of the streams, the verdme, 
that harmonious gradation of colour from aquamarine 
to emerald, the groups of friendly trees, the mats of 
grass, the peaceful fields, all breathed that purity 
which is Nature's eternal counsel to man. 

In the midst of ail this rose the horrible front of 
human shamelessness; in the midst of all this appeared 
the fortress and the scaffold, war and punishment; the 
incarnations of the bloody age and the bloody moment; 
the owl of the night of the Past and the bat of the 
cloud-darkened dawn of the Future, And the flowering, 
and scent-giving creation, loving and charming, and 
the grand skv golden with morning spread about La 
Toiirgue and "the guillotine, and seemed to sa}^ to man, 
'Look at what I do, and what you are doing.' Such 
a searching use does the sun make of his light. 

This spectacle had its spectators. 

The four thousand men of the little expeditionary 
army were drawn up in battle order upon the plateau. 
They enclosed the guillotine on three sides in such a 
manner as to form about it the shape of a letter E; 
the battery placed in the centre of the longest side 
made tlie notch of the E. The red monster was 
enclosed by these three battle fronts; a sort of wall of 
soldiers spread out on two sides to the edge of the 
plateau; the fourth side, left open, was the ravine, 
which seemed to frovm at La Tourgue. 

These arrangements made a long square, in the centre 
of which stood the scaffold. Gradually, as the sun 
mounted higher, the shadow of the guillotine grew 
shorter on the turf. 

Tlie gunners were at their guns; the matches lighted. 

A faint blue smoke rose from the ravine-r-the last 
breath of the expiring conflagration. ^ 

This cloud encircled without veiling La Tourgue, 
whose lofty platform overlooked the wLole horizon. 
There was only the width of the ravine between the 
platform and the guillotine. The one could have 
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parleyed with the other. The table of the tribunal 
and the chair shadowed by the tricoloured flags had 
been set upon the platform. The sun rose higher 
behind La Tourgue, bringing out the black mass of the 
fortress clear and defined, and revealing upon its summit 
the figure of a man, in the chair beneath the banners,, 
sitting motionless, his arrns crossed upon his breast. 
It was Cimourdain. He Wore, as on the previous day, 
his civil delegate’s' dress; on his head was the hat with 
the tricoloured cockade; Iris sabre at his side; his pistols, 
in his belt. He sat silent. . The whole crowd was mute. 
The soldiers stood with downcast eyes, muskets in 
hand — ^stood so' close that their shoulders touched, 
but no one spake. They were meditating confusedly 
upon this war— the numberless combats, the hedge- 
fusiUades so bravely confronted; the hosts of peasants 
driven back by their might; the citadels taken, the 
battles won, the victories gained — and^ it seemed to 
them as if all that glory had turned^ now to shame. 
A sombre expectation contracted every heart. They 
could see the executioner come and go upon the plat- 
form of the guillotine. The increasing splendour of 
the morning filled the sky with its majesty. 

Suddenly the sound of muffled drums broke the 
stillness. The funereal tones swept nearer. The ranks 
opened — a cortege entered the square and moved 
toward the scaffold. 

First, the drummers with their crape-wreathed drums, 
then a company of grenadiers with lowered muskets, 
then a platoon of gendarmes with drawn sabres; then 
the condemned — Gauvain. He walked forward with 
a free, firm step. He had no fetters on hands or feet. 
He -was in an undress uniform and wore his sword. 
Behind him marched another platoon of gendarmes. 

Gauvain's face was still lighted by that pensive joy 
which had illuminated it at the moment when he said to 
Cimourdain, ‘ I am thinldng of the Future. ' Nothing 
could be more touching and sublime than that smile. 
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Wlien he reached the fatal square, his first glance was 
directed towards the summit 'of the tower. He dis* 
dained the guillotine. He knew that Cimourdain would 
make it an imperative duty to assist at the execution. 
His eyes sought the platfonn.. He saw him there. 

Cimourdain was ghastly and cold. Those standing 
near him could nnl catch even the sound of his breathing 
Not a tremor shook his frame when'he^saw Gauvain. 

Gaiivain moved towards the scaffold!! As he walked 
on he looked at Cimourdain, and Cimourdain looked 
at him. It seemed as if Cimourdain * depended for 
support upon that clear look. 

Gauvain reached the foot of ,the . scaffold. He 
ascended it. The officer who commanded the grena- 
diers followed him. He unfastened liis sword and 
handed it to the ofheer; lie imdid his cravat and gave it 
to the executioner. 

He looked hke a vision. Never had he seemed so 
handsome. His brown curls floated in the wind; at 
that time it was not the custom to cut ofi the hair of 
those about to be executed. His white neck reminded 
one of a woman; his heroic and sovereign glance made 
one think of an archangel. He stood tdiere on the 
scaffold lost in thought. That placB of punishment was 
a height too. Gauvain stood upon it — erect, proud, 
tranquil. The sunlight streamed about him till he 
seemed to stand in tlie midst of a halo. 

But he must be bound. Tho executioner advanced, 
cord in hand. 

At this moment, when the soldiers saw their young 
leader so close to the knife, they could restrain them- 
selves no longer; the hearts of those stem warriors gave 
way. 

A mighty sound swelled up — the united sob of a 
wliole army. A clamour rose: 'Mercy! mercy!' ^ 

Some fell upon their knees; others flung away their 
guns and stretched their arms towards the platform 
where Cimourdain was seated. One grenadier pointed 
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to the g^Uotine anl cried, *If a substitute may be 
taken, here am I T 

All repeated ^ranticall3^ ' Jklercy I mercy I * Had a 
troop of lions Iicard it, they must have been softened 
or terrified; the tears of soldiers are temble. 

The executioner hesitated, no longer kno\ring what 
to do. 

Then a voice, quick and low, but so stem that it was 
audible to every ear, spoke from the top of the tower, — 

‘Fulfil the law!' 

All recognised that inexorable tone. Cimourdain 
bad spoken. The army shuddered. 

The executioner hesitated no longer. He approached, 
holding out the cord. 

'Wjut,' said Gauvain. 

He turned towards Cimourdain, made a gesture of 
farewell with liis right hand, \vhich w’as stih free, then 
allowed himself to be bound. 

When he \vas tied, he said to the executioner, — 

'Pardon; one instant more.' 

And he cried, 'Long live the Republic I ’ 

He was laid upon the plank. That noble head was 
held by the infamous yoke. The executioner gently 
parted his hair aside, then touched the spring. The 
triangle began to move — slowly at first, then rapidl3%‘ 
a terrible blow w^as heard 

At the same instant another report sounded. A 
pistol shot had answered the blow of the axe. Cimour- 
dain had seized one of the pistols from his belt, and, 
as Gauvain's head rolled into the basket, Cimourdain 

E ierced his own heart by a bullet. A stream of blood 
urst from bis mouth; he fell dead. 

And those two souls. Tragic Sisters 1 soared away 
together, the shadow of the one mingled with the 
radiance of the other. 
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